Cleveland Bound 


Author: trouble84I 

Bands: Bon Jovi 

Characters: Jon Bon Jovi, Richie Sambora, Tico Torres 
Relationships: N/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Sep 24 2018 II:21:22 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


The Phone Call Comes 


Author's Notes: 
No sex in this chapter. 


Jon had been both expecting and dreading the call for almost 8 years now. His band, his life's work, was being 
inducted into the Rock n Roll Hall of Fame at last. The call came first from Darin, one of his managers, and 


then from his lawyers. How did they want to deal with "the Richie situation"? 


Jon had waited so long for this moment. And he wanted nothing more than to have Richie by his side, but it 
had been almost 5 years to the day since he spoke to him. 30 years of love and music had come to a 
screeching halt in Calgary, Alberta. And while those closest to Jon knew about "the Richie situation" his 


lawyers and the corporate folks did not know just how complicated it was. 


Jon took a deep breath. "Let me talk to Dot and the band, and come up with some options.” Jon sat on the 
news for almost I2 hours before he picked up the phone to tell anyone. He chose Tico as his first call - T 
would be far more level-headed about it than Dave. Dave was still pissed at Richie. 


T had quite the mansion himself, only a 20 minute drive from Jon's. Jon decided to tell Tico in person - only 


making sure that he was home and up for a visitor before he hopped in his Camaro to head over. 


Tico was in his normal "uniform" - black jeans and a black t-shirt, with a thick leather belt. Jon noticed - even 
though Tico hadn't whipped him since right after Richie left. Jon just stared at the floor after he and Tico 


settled down in his family room. 
"Boss, what's up? Talk to me." 


"We made it. They finally are going to induct us." TT wanted to jump for joy - but he knew as well as Jon did 


what this meant. "I don't even know how to ...” 


"We'll figure it out. Does Dave know? Dot? X? Shanks?" TT knew that Jon was more likely to call all the band 
members before Dot. While Dot would be thrilled for them, she had given up much like the rest of the them. 
Jon was loved by millions of fans - and none of the critics. This was actually the last year they were eligible 
without a special nomination. 


Jon shook his head. He thought he was past the Richie nonsense. The feelings anyway. The anger. The hurt. He 
wasn't. Tico knew that Jon would need time. Space. Tears. He got up and poured Jon a stiff drink and handed it 
to him. Jon drank it quickly and looked up at Tico. TT was standing there, his hand on his belt. Jon just nodded 
and T pointed at the door to his study. 


Jon stood and walked into TT's private den. He'd only been in here a few times - the last few contracts they 
had signed had been in here. He'd never bottomed to Tico on his home turf before - or anywhere other than 
on the road. He sat down in one of the chairs opposite T's desk and waited. 

Tico wasn't far behind him, having poured another bourbon for Jon. "You'll want this." Jon smelled the distinct 
oaky smell of his favorite bourbon and still chose not to sip it. He slammed it down and stood up. He knew what 
Tico would want. 

Tico stepped behind his desk and took out a long, heavy paddle and laid it on the desk. Jon winced. His drummer 
could wield that paddle harder than anyone he'd ever known, and didn't care how bruised Jon got. He knew this 
would hurt like hell. But first.. Tico took off his belt. 

Jon went to bend over his desk, and T chuckled. "Boss, you know better. 

"T, it's been a long time." 


"Have you ever needed it more?" 


"No, sir." Jon unzipped his jeans. He wished his erection would just go away, as he knew it would soon after it 


began to really hurt. He dropped them down to around his knees, and turned around and bent over the desk. 


A ily 
‘lm ready, sir. 


Tico's House 


Author's Notes: 
Heavy SM content. Implied sex. 


The first few blows were always so hard to take from Tico. Because his SM interest was so focused on the 
discipline aspects, he didn't fuck around. It hurt from the very first blow, and he didn't believe in warm-ups 
for the scenes that he did. 


Drummers were made for impact play. Tico could play a 3hr set without blinking - which also meant he could 
wield his belt, a paddle, or any other implement for hours - and no one bottom is *that®* durable. 


Jon liked having his pants down while still dressed. It protected his back, which he hated having struck (a lot of 
heavy SM bottoms enjoy it, he never understood that). The position made him feel like he was being punished, 
even if it was for an arbitrary reason. It worked. His head was already in the masochistic, subservient 


headspace. 


A belt on bare skin stings, but if used with enough force, it also comes with a thud Jon loved the feeling of 
that combination on his ass. It struck deep, meaning that he'd feel it later, even if Tico didn't use the paddle. 
But Jon was absolutely certain T planned to give him the padding of his life. 


The steady, predictable rhythm of T's blows didn't help Jon's arousal. Even though it clearly hurt, he remained 
hard. T followed a nice, steady 4/4 beat and Jon was able to predict and anticipate each blow eagerly. Then T 
started to hit his upper thighs. Jon nearly shot straight up into the air. 


"FUCK!" Jon hadn't expected the first blow to his thighs to hurt so much. T waited for him to get back into 
position, and once he did, he growled into Jon's ear "If | have to put you back into place, you'll regret it" He 
struck a little lower and a lot harder on Jon's thighs. Jon wanted so much to hold position but he couldn't. 


"Turn around and put your hands on the desk." 


Jon turned around and faced T. He kept his hands on the desk and braced himself for what he knew was 
coming. The first blow brought tears to his eyes. After the second, T told Jon to turn back around. 


After about a dozen more, Jon broke position again He put his head down and just started saying "I'm sorry, 


sir. l'm sorry! I'm sorry!" T wasn't having it. 


"You know what to do." 


Jon stood up and stripped, removing everything before taking his shirt off. He winced when he did. "Please, sir... 
please.." Tico just pointed towards the wall. Jon took his shirt off and faced the wall, bracing his head on his 
left arm. The short break and the pleading had given Jon the erection from hell - but he knew it would be 
gone after the first blow to his back. He braced himself and waited. 


‘lm going to whip your back until you ask me for the paddle. Nicely.” 


Jon paused, thinking ever so briefly about asking for the paddle *now®. T knew exactly what his smartass 
frontman was thinking. "Don't do it. If you do, you'll be cutting willow switches for me." 


Jon was curious, but not that curious. He put his head down and told Tico he was ready. The blows on his back 
hurt like hell, and soon, he was crying quietly. Tears ran down his cheeks, and he resigned himself to taking the 
beating on his back. Just as he was starting to break into real sobs, Tico stopped. 


"Put your jeans on," Tico said quietly. Jon moved slowly and reached for his jeans, confused. After his jeans 
were on, T handed him his pocket knife. "I changed my mind. | want 2 switches. Make them good ones." 


Jon walked out of the French doors into the backyard, choking down sobs. He'd never done this before, not even 
with Richie. Richie, Senior, Dot.. they'd all made him fetch implements before - but not like this. He was lost in 

his head, but tried to focus on the task at hand so he wouldn't start full-on sobbing while outside. He cut two 

switches from the old weeping willow in Tico's backyard and stripped them of their leaves before heading back 

into the house. One thick switch, one thin. He set them on the desk and waited for instruction. 


"You can keep your jeans on I'm not interested in your ass for this." T pointed at the wall, and Jon resumed 


his previous position. "Same thing. When you're done, you will ask me nicely for the paddle." 


T picked up the thinner switch first and swished it through the air just to listen to the sound. Jon winced. He 
was afraid. That switch would sting like crazy on his back, and might break the skin. 


Tico knew the thinner switch might break the skin, so he started lighter with it. It felt like it was cutting Jon, 
and he bawled. After 6 on his back, T switched to the thicker switch. It was easier to take, thuddier, but he'd 


not be running around without his shirt on for awhile. 


Tico's blows got closer and closer together - more 5/8 time now - and Jon winced and started trying to form 


words while sniffling. "Please... sir..." 
Tico set the switch down and waited. He knew Jon would get it out eventually. 
"Please... please paddle me, sir." 


Tico took Jon by the hand and led him over to the desk. Jon bent over obediently, and held on to the other 


side of the desk to help him keep position You didn't want to break position when someone was swinging a 


paddle at you - you might get hit somewhere that would *really* hurt. 

"How many, sir?" 

"We'll see where you are after 50." Jon put his head down and braced for the first blow, thankful for his jeans 
which would help a little bit with the sting. The thud would be significant even if he'd had a pillow in his pants. 


And of course, TT knew his jeans were mostly spandex and almost no protection anyway. 


"Since you wanted a number, and you know | don't usually do that" (Tico usually said X number of minutes) 


"you can count each one and thank me." 

Jon groaned. 

"Try again" 

"Yes, sir.” The first blow came quickly. "One, thank you, sir." 

At 15, Jon had steeled himself like he was going to try to not break down into a sobbing mess. At 50, the 
tears were just starting to fall again. T walked around to the other side of his desk and took out a condom and 
lube. Jon was terrified. He'd sucked Tico off countless times after punishment, but Tico had never, ever fucked 
him in all these years. 

"25 more, but you don't have to count these.” 

The swats came even harder and faster, and Jon broke quickly. Sobs shook his entire body by the time Tico 
paused. He wasn't sure if T had gotten to 25 or not yet. It hurt like hell, and he hadn't tried to count, not even 
in his head. 


"Drop your pants, Popeye.” 


Penetration 


Author's Notes: 
Implied SM. 


Jon dropped his jeans as instructed, and waited. Sobs were still shaking his body, and he was truly scared. The 
sound of Tico's zipper made him cry even harder. T took his time unrolling the condom and stroking his cock 
with the lube. He leaned over and growled in Jon's ear. "Anyone taken you like this since Rich?" 

"No, sir... l." 

"You didn't think I'd do this to you." 

"No, sir, | didn't." 

"A lot has changed in 5 years." Jon couldn't agree more. He put his head down on the desk and felt TT spread 
his ass cheeks. He tried to stop sobbing but couldn't. He felt T's finger inside him and he felt utterly humiliated. 
Sure, he'd had sex with other men, but only a handful of times. He was so paranoid, and so closeted. 

Tico shifted positions, and slowly entered Jon. He was gentle, for what Jon was fearing. But that didn't last long. 
Tico fucked Jon long and hard. Harder than Jon had expected, despite knowing how rough Tico could be with 
oral. He wasn't surprised as much as... sore. Tico certainly had stamina 

Afterwards, Tico directed Jon to his master bathroom to shower and clean up. Jon was thankful for a few 
minutes of privacy, and the ability to cry in the shower. He took the longest shower of his life. The hot water 
felt amazing on his sore back. Between that and the paddling, he doubted that he would spend much time 
sitting or leaning against anything for the next few days. 


Jon found T outside smoking a cigar after he'd cleaned up. It was almost 10:30 at night, and Dorothea probably 


had no idea where Jon was. Jon had no idea where he'd put his phore, or his keys. 
"How are you doing?" T asked, and put his hand on Jon's waist. 

"Sore. Ok" 

"I called Lemma. He's on his way over." 

"Fuck, I'm not sure if I'm ready for this yet." 


"You have to tell him. It will be in the news tomorrow. | checked my voicemail - he's likely gotten a call, too, 


from our lawyers." 


"| don't want Lemma to know." Jon's voice trailed off. He wasn't even sure if/how he would tell Dot yet. He 
pictured her looking at him and laughing in disbelief. No one really thought Tico was mean, unless he was drunk 


These days, he was the sanest and most stable out of the bunch, except maybe Shanks. 
‘Ive never told a soul about anything we've done. | don't plan to start." 


Dave was no dummy - he knew what time of year it was, and that the list of inductees was coming out soon. 
If TT was calling him over at this hour, there was good reason. They weren't starting the summer leg of the 
tour for another few months, and this was either good news (they were on the list) or bad news (they 
weren't). But he also knew that "good news" was complicated. 


Lemma and TT were close - Lemma just walked on into T's house without knocking. Jon and TT were still out on 
the patio. TT snubbed out his cigar and headed in the house while Lemma reached for Jon and gave him a 
huge hug. Jon winced, but Lemma didn't see it. T did. Something about the look on T's face made Jon wonder if 
he was going to get it again after they had this conversation with Lemma 


As T led them all into the family room, Jon forgot all about his phone and letting Dot know where he was. 


The 3 Meet 


Author's Notes: 
No sex, only implied SM. 


Lemma was excited. Thrilled. Almost as thrilled as the day he'd won all the Tonys. Almost. 

But he had no idea what do to with Richie. He sure as hell didn't want to be the one to call him. Nor was he all 
that excited about seeing him - or worse, playing with him. And there was no way in hell they would not be 
performing as part of the ceremony. And they should. He just didn't feel like they should even allow Richie to 
play with them.. but 30 years.. man, it was hard to ignore the first 25 years of that 30. 

They hadn't come to any kind of resolution - because it boiled down to Jon and Richie needed to be able to talk 
before they could figure out what to do. Jon agreed to call his lawyers again in the morning and start there, 


and they'd meet again after his lawyers had called Richie. This was truly feeling like a bad divorce again 


Lemma headed home, Jon had another drink and then sat outside and smoked a cigar with Tico till the sun 
started to come up. “I'm going to head home and talk to Dot." 


TT was exhausted, and he was a night owl. He hadn't stayed up all night since the last leg of the tour, and he 
hadn't expected to be up all night tonight. 


"Are we good, boss?" 


"Yes," Jon said quietly. While he liked to process scenes later and talk about them - he couldn't do it while stil 
in this headspace. 


"Are you OK with what | did?" 

"Yes. Just hadn't expected you to fuck me. I'd given you blanket permission 5 years ago.. 
"| know. For whatever reason, it seemed right tonight" 

‘It was. Just don't expect me to make out with you." They both laughed. 

"Are you sure you're OK to drive home?" 

"Assuming | can sit down, yes." 


"Jonny, you know that the next few weeks are going to be rough. I'm here, and | won't hesitate." 


"| know, sir." 
"How are you going to let me know?" 


"You knew tonight. I'm guessing you'll know the next time, too. But if you don't... I'm sure I'll find a way to let 


you know." 


Jon hugged Tico and headed out to his car. His 1968 Camaro had the original seats in it, and they were not at 


all forgiving. It hurt like hell to sit down, and the drive home was excruciating. 


He walked in the front door of the house just as the kids were heading out the door. He couldn't believe Jake 


was driving already, even though he'd been taller than him for a couple of years now. Time was passing by too 


quickly. 


Jon walked into the kitchen and tossed his keys and phone onto the counter before pouring himself a cup of 
coffee. He was so sore and exhausted he figured he could still have one cup before he crashed for the rest of 
the day. Fuck, he needed to stay awake long enough to call his lawyers. As he leaned against the counter top 
and winced, Dorothea walked into the kitchen. 


She was not happy. 


| thought this shit ended 5 years ago. You agreed, no more staying out ad not telling me a damned thing about 


where you are. It's not like I've ever stopped you from doing anything - including your damned cocky guitar 


player." 


Day After Tomorrow 


Author's Notes: 
No sex, implied SM. 


Jon hated to see that look on her face. He loved Dorothea more than life itself, and never wanted to hurt her 
in the countless ways that he had over the years. It was a miracle that she had stayed by his side. But right 
now, she was pissed - and she had a right to be. 

"Where the fuck have you been?" 

"Tico's." 

"What?" Mid-week and all night, that was odd even for their lives. 

"Wenner must have finally come around. We are getting inducted into the Rock Hall of Fame. | went to talk to 
Tico about it. He called Lemma, after he kicked my ass." Jon hate Jann Wenner, always had. But he also knew 
that if he'd have fucked the man 20 years ago, he'd be celebrating IO years in the RnR Hall of Fame by now. 
"Richie." 

"Yeah. | need to call the lawyers this morning and try to initiate some kind of communication with him directly." 


"Fuck, Jon. I'm glad you finally got the call, but not thrilled about bringing him back into our lives." 


"I'm not even sure that he'll talk to me. Dot, I'm sorry - | didn't mean to worry you last night. My head was 


all over the place." 

"Let me see what TT did." 

Jon turned around and took his t-shirt off. His back was the most marked it had been since the last time he 
and Richie played and the marks were still forming. He unbuckled his belt and unzipped his jeans - lowering 
them just enough to show her the bruises on his ass. 

"Wow. Though, l'm not terribly surprised." 


"He didn't stop at kicking my ass." 


"He seldom does.." Dorothea was confused. She'd seen/heard so much over the years nothing really surprised 


her. Then it hit her. "Oooohhh... Okay, | might have enjoyed being there for that." 


Jon just glared at her. Of course she would have. She walked over to where he had been standing in the 


kitchen, and opened a drawer and took out a wooden spoon. "I don't care if you are marked, you're not getting 


off scott free." 


Jon absolutely hated wooden spoons. It was one of the first implements Dorothea ever used on him - only his 
belt was first. And she loved to take the spoon to his inner thighs - which hurts like hell. And at the moment, 
was one of the few parts of his body that weren't marked. 


"Yes, ma'am," he said quietly and waited. She pointed to the stairs. 


"Call your lawyers first. I'll meet you up there." 


Jon called his lawyers, who were going to set up a meeting with Richie and his lawyers in NYC for the following 
week. They were going to try, at least. Jon poured another cup of coffee and his phone rang again. Man, that 
was quick. It was from a blocked number. 


"No lawyers. NYC, day after tomorrow. Penthouse suite of the Plaza, in Stanley's name." Jesus Christ, Richie's 
voice hadn't changed at all. 


"l'Il be there." Jon said and heard only silence. He'd already hung up. 
Jon headed up the stairs with his coffee. He was actually excited that Dorothea wanted to strike him. He 


needed to get out of his own head so desperately. He was going to do nothing but beat himself up for the next 
two days. 


Planning for Meeting 


Author's Notes: 
No BDSM or Sex 


Jon walked down the long hallway to the bedroom he'd shared with Dorothea for IB years now. This house had 
been his best idea ever. He loved every square foot of it. They had planned it for the huge family they both 
wanted, and to do all the entertaining they wanted. He walked into their bedroom with their giant family bed to 


see Dorothea wearing his Philadelphia Soul jersey - and nothing else. 


This was his favorite look on any woman, but especially his wife. And it told him she was in a more playful 


mood than a punishing one. He was already on the verge of tears, and Dot could see it. 
"Jonny, what's wrong???" 

"Day after tomorrow." 

"Rich??" 

"He wants me to meet him, alone, in NYC." 

"Oh fuck. His lawyers request it?" 

"No, as soon as | called them - he called me." 


"Jesus H Christ, Jon" She reached for him, and tossed the wooden spoon across the room. "What do you need 


most from me right now?" 


Jon collapsed into her arms and burst into tears, and seemed to cry forever. After he was starting to calm 


down.. he finally got out the words. "I think | need to go to Tico's and just stay there till..." 


Dorothea nodded her head. "Hon, | get it. This.. | get. Before we call TT together, let's crawl into bed for awhile 
though." She took Jon's hand and led him into their family bed. He lay his head on her breast, and just cried. 
Tears he had put away for 5 years, he finally let flow again 


Dorothea called TT from here phone, and the surprise was evident in T's voice - and the fear. He knew his 
front man could possibly become unhinged right now - and Dorothea #never* called him directly. He was 


reassured when he realized he was on speaker with both of them. 


"Richie called Jon, and wants to meet up in NYC day after tomorrow. Alone." 

"Oh geezus." 

"Yeah, we haven't managed to say much more on the issue, either," Dot said. Jon was still barely holding it 
together. "| want to send Jon over to your place until he needs to be in NYC. For you to... distract him. Keep 
him out of his own head." 

"Did he tell you about last night?" 


"Yes. All of it." 


"You guys DO know l'm sitting right here and you're on speaker, right?? I'm starting to feel like your "special 
friend''ll" 


They all laughed. TT just said "Pack him a bag and I'll be there in an hour." 


They hung up the phone and Dot looked over at Jon. "We may as well have fun while we're waiting!" and pushed 
him down onto the bed. 


T-2 Days 


Author's Notes: 
Implied sex and BDSM. 


Jon walked down the long hallway to the bedroom he'd shared with Dorothea for IB years now. This house had 
been his best idea ever. He loved every square foot of it. They had planned it for the huge family they both 
wanted, and to do all the entertaining they wanted. He walked into their bedroom with their giant family bed to 


see Dorothea wearing his Philadelphia Soul jersey - and nothing else. 


This was his favorite look on any woman, but especially his wife. And it told him she was in a more playful 


mood than a punishing one. He was already on the verge of tears, and Dot could see it. 
"Jonny, what's wrong???" 

"Day after tomorrow." 

"Rich??" 

"He wants me to meet him, alone, in NYC." 

"Oh fuck. His lawyers request it?" 

"No, as soon as | called them - he called me." 


"Jesus H Christ, Jon" She reached for him, and tossed the wooden spoon across the room. "What do you need 
most from me right now?" 


Jon collapsed into her arms and burst into tears, and seemed to cry forever. After he was starting to calm 


down.. he finally got out the words. "I think | need to go to Tico's and just stay there till..." 


Dorothea nodded her head. "Hon, | get it. This.. | get. Before we call TT together, let's crawl into bed for awhile 
though." She took Jon's hand and led him into their family bed. He lay his head on her breast, and just cried. 
Tears he had put away for 5 years, he finally let flow again 


Dorothea called TT from here phone, and the surprise was evident in T's voice - and the fear. He knew his 
front man could possibly become unhinged right now - and Dorothea #never* called him directly. He was 


reassured when he realized he was on speaker with both of them. 


"Richie called Jon, and wants to meet up in NYC day after tomorrow. Alone." 
"Oh geezus." 


"Yeah, we haven't managed to say much more on the issue, either," Dot said. Jon was still barely holding it 
together. "| want to send Jon over to your place until he needs to be in NYC. For you to... distract him. Keep 


him out of his own head." 
"Did he tell you about last night?" 
"Yes. All of it" 


"You guys DO know l'm sitting right here and you're on speaker, right?? I'm starting to feel like your "special 
friend''ll" 


They all laughed. TT just said "Pack him a bag and I'll be there in an hour." 


They hung up the phone and Dot looked over at Jon. "We may as well have fun while we're waiting!" and pushed 
him down onto the bed. 


Showered, dressed, and sitting in his living room, Jon let Dorothea pack his bag for him. She packed jeans, a t- 
shirt and sweater, socks, boxers and a shirt to sleep in. She opened the locked drawer in his cabinet, which she 
*never* touched and picked up Richie's old King of Swing guitar strap, the corian paddle, and the largest cock 
in his toy collection - and a lot of lube. 


She also packed one of her favorite sleep shirts for Jon to wear afterward, and the handkerchief she'd held in 


her hand the day that she ran off to marry her cowboy. 


She only hoped that her boy would come back to her in one piece. She'd call Tony as soon as Jon left and get 
some sedatives for herself. She knew she was going to need them. She had a strong urge to get on a plane to 


LA and kick Richie's ass all the way to NYC. 


Jon was completely silent all the way to IT's. He felt like he'd stepped back 5 years and was on suicide watch 
again. He wondered... did Rich know just what he'd done to him when he just walked away? 


He got the old Chicago song stuck in his head: 


When you called me up this morning 
Told me ‘bout the new love you found, 
Í said lm happy for you, 

Im really happy for you 


Found someore else, 

/ guess | won't be coming ‘round 

Í guess it's over baby, 

| guess its really over baby, whoa... 


But if you see me walking by, 

And the tears are in my eyes, 

Look away baby, look away 

if we meet on the streets someday, 
And | don't know what fo say, 

Look away, baby, look away. 

Don't look at me, 


| dont want you to see me this way. 


T opened the door to his basement - where Jon had never been He certainly didn't expect something like the 
Red Room out of 50 Shades - that's for sure! But what Tico had built was a sharp black and white dungeon 


that was completely spotless. Dozen of whips and straps hung from pegs on the wall and Jon was impressed. 


"Boss, you're mine until 2 hours before you have to leave to meet Rich. | haven't talked to him yet, either. 


Give me your phone. I'll leave it on, only because of Lemma and the lawyers." 
"Teek..." 


"Jon, there's not a single secret you have that would surprise me. I'm not doing it to pry through every 
personal detail in that phone and play whose-Jonny-banging.’ 


Jon chuckled, and looked around nervously. 

"T, l'm still beat all to hell. And I'm not as young as | used to be." 

TT pointed at the ground. Jon knelt, as Tico took off his belt and looped it around Jon's neck. "Sir." 
"Yes, sir. l'm sorry, sir.” 

| don't plan to hurt you, much, just keep you distracted. But if | need to, | will. Do you understand?" 
"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir. I'm grateful for what you've done for me lately." 


"Boss, | wouldn't let anyone else touch you right now." That thought warmed Jon's heart. He and T were never 


best buddy type of friends, but T was always there for him when he needed him most. He was a brother to 


him. "But for now, you have too much clothing on Everything off, and don't touch my belt.” 


Between the Calls 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for the delay.. I've been super sick! And trying to see a show. 


Jon looked around at the gorgeous dungeon. A huge, probably king-sized futon was a center piece in the room. 
Laying flat, he could see all of the attachment points that would allow for various types of bondage. He got a 
sinking pit in his stomach of both dread and desire.. he knew where he would be spending a lot of time the 
next two days. 

The plush red carpet would be positively tacky in any other environment, but in the dungeon it was both 
stunning and perfect - and gentle on the knees with its extra padding. TT had a bit of OCD when he designed 
things, too, Jon chuckled to himself. 

"Jonny, if you hear me coming down those stairs, know that I'm coming down to lay the strap on you and use 
you. Otherwise, you'll be down here alone unless there needs to be a phone conversation. Do you understand? 


Are you good with that?" 


That was a lot of time left inside his own head. It would be hard for Jon. But Tico's use and abuse would do a 


lot to help with that. 

"T - Im scared. You know | don't like to be bound" 

"| do. | won't ever be far. My goal is to keep you focused on anything but real life right now, ok? 

Jon wasn't aroused - which was rare for him in this situation. Generally it didn't take anything more than 
taking his clothes off, even at 55. "T, what am | going to do with him? I'm torn between wanting to kill him and 
jump his bones." 

"I don't think either of those are viable options this week. One step at a time. He called you, right?" 

"What if he wants to come back? To me? Or the band?" Jon was in tears now. 

"You? That's on you and Dorothea." 

"And the band?" 


"| don't know, Jonny. | just don't know. We'd have a lot to get through, and a lot to work out." 


Jon looked down at the floor, his knees disappearing into the plush red carpet. Naked, fighting the tears, with 


Tico's belt still around his neck - he looked up at his drummer of 35 years and counting. He loved the man, 


even if he didn't love him he way he'd loved Richie. 

T reached for Jon's hand and pulled him up to onto his feet. "| remember when | could make you and Rich kneel 
for hours when you'd do stupid shit. Guessing his knees haven't held up any better than yours have. Though 
he at least didn't fucking bounce everywhere!" 

Tico slipped his belt from around Jon's neck and replaced it with a simple dog collar with a lock "You'll always 
have a safeword. Hector." Jon chuckled - nobody called T by his real name, and the few times when Jon was 
dominant with anyone, he required they call him Sir, and if "John" was uttered, it was considered a safeword, 
Too. 

"Sir, before you tie me..." 

"Yes?" 

Jon looked down at the ground. "Your leather gloves..." 

"For a man who can talk for days, you sure lose your voice when it comes time for you to ask for things.” Jon 


blushed and stayed put as Tico went to get the thick leather gloves he wore for rehearsals. Jon remained 


looking down, until TT was bad and told him to watch. 


Watch as he pulled the gloves on and snapped them. Watch as he slowly reached for Jon's chin and began to 
slap him gently. 


"I think | want you over my lap for a good hard hand spanking, for once." 


14 Hours of Sleep 
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Tico sat down on the edge of the futon and waited for Jon. Jon hadn't crawled over anyone's lap except Richie, 


but only a few times, and Dorothea. It made him feel small, even though even he was bigger than TT. 


His bruised ass and bruised heart were easy for T to break with just his hands. Though Lord knows, it was 
easy to make Jon cry. Always had been. Happy tears as freely as sad ones. 


After he had sobbed, and sobbed for awhile, T stopped spanking him and told him to lay down on the futon. He 
fastened a tether to his collar, but did not restrain him any further. He pulled a soft blanket over Jon and 
turned on a night light and told him to sleep, and that he was taking his phone upstairs with him. 


Jon had no idea just how much the last 36 hours had taken out of him until T went upstairs. He was utterly 
and completely exhausted. He fell asleep for 14 hours. Tico had a camera in the room but he began to start 
checking on Jon after 8. He shuddered when he remembered that they had all worried that sooner or later, 
one of them would discover Richie dead. Given that T was the oldest, he frequently prayed that he would be 
the first to go and never have to experience that. He figured if he did, he'd be the 2nd to go. 


God, the things they never thought of when they were young and wild in 1983. For the first time in a couple of 
years now, Tico was worried about Jon's stability again. He could deal with Richie's death, now, at this point. But 
not Jon's. Jonny was still somewhat hero-like to TT, and he couldn't lose him. He had to go first. 

Tico woke Jon slowly then rolled him over onto his stomach, having already grabbed lube and a condom. 


"Jonny... jonnyboy...” 


Jon was just starting to wake up as Tico entered him roughly. TT growled into his ear "lm getting you ready, 
since you know if it goes well where its going to go with Rich.’ 


The Day, Part | 
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It was early on The Day. Tico had driven Jon home to shower and figure out what he was going to wear. Jon 
eventually said "Fuck it!" and decided to just go shopping in the city. He wasn't sure why he wanted to look his 
absolute best, but he did. He called for his helicopter and grabbed the bag he'd taken to TT's. It wasn't like he'd 
needed anything in there. 


He paused, and tossed in condoms and lube. He didn't even know why. There wasn't a scenario in his head where 
this would end well. He wished he was high, stoned.. something. He didn't want to call Matt and get meds, so he 
rummaged in his dresser to see what he had.. Xanax, Ambien.. that's all he had. He hoped it was all he needed. 


The 45 minutes in the helicopter seemed to take forever. Jon had expected Dorothea to be at the house when 
he was there, but she was out running errands - and he knew it wasn't accidental. She was fine with him 
meeting Richie and getting closure. She wasn't so okay with the idea of re-opening old doors that it had taken 5 


years, a lot of therapy and work and almost losing Jon to suicide to close in the first place. 


Jon knew she'd be there for him after. She always was. And up until the last few years, he had always taken 
that for granted. He was the worst husband, but at least he gave his family - his entire family - a life they 


never dreamed of. 


Richie hadn't given Jon a time - just said the "day after tomorrow," so Jon figured that he had time to shop. 
But he wanted to stop, get checked into the Plaza, before doing anything. He stopped at the front desk and was 
shocked to find out that someone had already checked into the room. 


He sucked in his breath. Oh fuck. 


Jon was usually happy to run up the stairs instead of taking the elevator, but today.. he just didn't have it in 
him. He got the room key from the front desk and headed towards the elevator. He spotted that Orianthi girl 
in the hotel bar and chose to ignore her. He couldn't believe that Richie would have dared to bring her to this 
meeting. He'd just been able to stop calling her Yoko in the last 6 months or so. His disdain was strong for the 
woman barely older than Jon - and Richie's - daughter. 

Jon was furious, and had no idea what to expect when he opened the hotel suite. 


Richie was sitting on the sofa having what looked and smelled like bourbon, neat. It was far too early in the day 
for that, but Jon certainly understood the desire. Richie had recently dyed his hair a blue-black, which no 
longer suited his yellowed, almost fake tan sort of skin color these days. He looked awful, just like the few 
public pics Jon had dared to look at over the last 5 years. 


To Jon, at that moment, he looked like an angel. He was afraid to open his mouth or move, for fear that this 


was going to turn into the disaster that he'd been expecting/dreading. 


"Hi Jonny," Richie said quietly and stood up. He reached for Jon, to hug him, and Jon fell into his arms like old 


times and burst into tears. 


Richie just held him and let him cry. 


The Day, Part 2 
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Jon wasn't sure how long Richie held onto him. It felt like forever. Then it didn't feel like it was long enough. 
When he stopped sobbing, he raised his fists and pounded Richie's chest. 


"Why?? WHY?? What did | do?" 


Richie took Jon's punches and only winced. He'd earned those, and so much more. He'd destroyed his best friend 
and lover without intending to, because he was afraid. Because he didn't know how to have this conversation, 


and now, here he was. Forced to, essentially. He opened his mouth to speak, but Jon wasn't ready for that yet. 
"What the hell is she doing here?" 


"She's on her way home to Australia. She just did the NY leg of the flight with me. You won't have to deal 


with her. And l'm assuming Dorothea isn't nearby either." 


"You got that right. She'd likely kick your ass. You have a lot of explaining do. You do know that you nearly killed 


me, right?" 


"I do." Richie stared at the floor. It had been 5 long, painful years for him, too. He folded his hands, shuffled his 
feet. This was harder than he thought it was going to be. He sat down on the sofa in this, their favorite suite 
in the hotel and thought of the memories. Now, he burst into tears. 


Jon let him cry, but did not reach out to comfort him, not yet. The anger was still palpable. He was not going 
to let him out of this room without a complete explanation, dirty details and all After a few minutes, Richie 
slowed to just choking back sobs, and started to chuckle. 


"I think | made you turn gray." 


"No, but you sure as hell made me stop trying to cover it up. Even simple things like showering became a 


huge ordeal after you left. And if Matt and Tony knew where | was right now... oh, Matt may still want to kill 
you." 


‘I've seen. I've watched every inch of footage | could find. He's become your personal bodyguard these days?" 


"It took more than a year before they took me off of suicide watch. That was just loads of fun finishing off 
that tour, let me tell you. But you - you need to talk Now." 


"Looking back on the last few weeks - were you able to tell that | was planning to leave?" 


"Afterwards, yes. But | still don't know why you couldn't just TALK to me. You were my best friend, my 


partner, my lover, my co-writer, my everything...” 

"Your everything while we were on the road." 

"Stop. We are not here to talk about that. You need to tell me why the hell you left" 

Richie started quietly crying again. "Because | didn't know how to have this conversation And | knew that you 
would give everything, do anything to have tried to make it work. To keep me from leaving. And | couldn't put 
you through that because | knew | had to go." 


"Why? Why did you have to go?" 


"Because | got sick Jon, and not just the booze." 


The Day, Part 3 
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Jon knew now what he was going to hear. 


He looked at the sallow face in front of him, the deep lines, the unhealthy pudgy gut. He'd seen enough friends 
die over the years from the horrible disease. And he never... ever..thought that Richie would be reckless with 


sex. 


But the drugs. The alcohol. He knew as well as anyone the stupid ass shit they managed to get into while drunk 
and high on the road - it was a wonder they lived through the BOs, let alone this long. And Jon had been lucky 


enough to never get more than the clap in all those years. 


Richie's luck had run out. "I found out | was HIV+ when we were in DC. | got tested the day after our show, 
2/11/13. My viral counts were sky high, and | started meds right away. The meds.. made me feel flat. Made me 
not care. Made me scared to death that I'd infected you, so | started pulling myself away, slowly. | thought | 
could tell you. | kept trying. | started acting like an ass, thinking maybe, just maybe... you'd push me, and I'd be 
able to tell you. 


"But no. My entire life was a wreck | was single. HIV+, terrified I'd forever damaged my relationship with you, 
my career. My mom is too old and fragile for me to tell her all this, Heather wasn't speaking to me, and what 
was | going to do? Tell my lb year old daughter about it? She was all | had. | wanted to run home, to her, and 


spent every waking moment with her - convinced | was going to die. 


‘| understand now that HIV isn't a death sentence like it used to be.. but hell, you remember the charity 
events we used to do. We even did one for Ryan White, one of the first public faces of AIDS. And we'd lost 


friends in other bands to the disease, like Robbin.. what was | going to do??? 


I'm not saying | was right. I'm not saying | wasn't a huge coward. But | did the only thing | knew how to do - | 


ran. 
Jon was speechless. 
So many thoughts ran through Jon's mind.. how careful had they been? Where did Richie get it from? When 


was the last time he had STD tests? (He couldn't remember). Dorothea had insisted they use condoms once he 
and Heather split up, but they weren't perfect or even consistent about that. 


But the thought that kept running through his mind was that he had basically mourned the loss of Richie as if 
Richie had died because of the way that Richie had cut off all contact. But now, Richie might actually BE dying. 
He couldn't mourn him a second time. Not like the last time. He wasn't capable. If Richie was dying, Jon feared 
it could be the death of him as well. And Lord knows, he'd tapped out his support network the last time. 

Jon didn't say a word, so Richie kept talking. 

"I think | was probably infected back in 2010/2011. When Charlie and | were running around again’ 

Charlie Fucking Sheen 

Oh how Jon hated that guy. He'd been hanging around “hair bands" since they came around but he had no 
actual talent himself. And he and Richie had a long history of banging the same dumb blondes. Jon and Charlie 
had a history of bad tempers when partying together - so they knocked that shit off in 1990ish. 


"Jon, have you been tested?" 


Jon was still so stunned. He didn't look at Richie. Or answer. 


The Day, Part 4 
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Jon just sat there. He had suspected this, or Hep C.. because like Richie had followed him, he hadn't been able 


to avoid following Richie on social media now and then. Oh how Jon hated social media. 


The tears started to fall again, but they were slower, steadier. No choking sobs this time. He was able to stand 
and go get tissues out of the bathroom. He sat back down and Richie was shaking. 


| wanted to tell you." 

"I know. | never thought you a monster. But you did break my heart." 

| know, and I'm sorry for that." 

"Did you leave because you were sick or because you wanted to leave me?" 

"Both." 

Jon appreciated the honesty, but it was still hard to hear. He thought for sure that Richie was going to say it 
was just because he'd gotten sick. He had secretly been hoping that's what he was going to say. And it hurt to 
hear that Richie really did want to walk away from him. 


"Wow." 


"Jon, things hadn't been good between us since Lost Highway. We had an amazing time on that album... then 
Heather left and all things went to hell. We hadn't been right since." 


"| would have held on" 


"Jon, you would have held on till it killed you. | know that. | knew that. Every time | thought about trying to tell 
you, or trying to tell you that | didn't want to be lovers anymore.. | knew you would have even anything to 
keep me, to keep ‘us’ intact. It's just who you are. You sign on for life, and while | thought | was in this for 
life... life changed for me, and | couldn't do it. l'm not sure I'm capable of agreeing to anything for life - not 
after Heather. She destroyed my dreams of a lifelong relationship." 


"You had that with me..." 


"Jon, don't. You and | both know that album sales would drop by half if we came out. You'd lose half of your 
female fans. We couldn't have changed the way we did things, and Dorothea probably would not have stayed 
had we come out. It would have destroyed her, too. Remember back in the day, when | was the one to pull 
your head out of the clouds? That's probably still true. You're the dreamer, the visionary. I'm the realist. 
"I'm sorry | hurt you. | truly am." 


"Thank you. | need to text my doc.. do you mind?" 


Jon's doc quickly reminded him that he'd been paranoid after Richie left and had gotten tested every 6 months. 
And then again before he hooked up with Jake. He was negative. 


"| did get tested. And | am negative." 


‘lm so, so glad Jonny. | never ever meant to make you sick | never thought *l* would get sick, either. Can | 
ask you something?" 


Jon hesitated, having no idea what Richie was going to ask. 
"Sure, why not. Nothing we've said here today can ever be told to anyone else. Do you have her on PreP?" 
"I do. She knows. And she's as good as you are at keeping secrets." 


"What did you want to ask? | really don't want to talk about Her." Jon was already back to calling her Yoko in 


his head. Ori, Ono.. same damned difference. 

"Have you been with anyone else?" 

"Male or female?" 

"Both" 

"Female, no. Male, yes: 

"Wow. | didn't expect that: | would have guessed the other way around" 

"Did you miss where | told you that | was on suicide watch for a year? Maybe 2, if | ask my brothers. Even if 
| had wanted to bang some random woman, it would have required an act of Congress to set it up without 
someone nearby/organizing/babysitting, | fell inward, to Dorothea. Best thing I've ever done’ 


"Who was the guy then?" 


"Really?! You think you're entitled to that information???" Jon was getting pissed again. He was a mess of angry 


and hurt and nervous. 

"Entitled, no. Curious. | still love you. | always will” 

Jon got up and poured himself a cup of coffee. It was stronger than even he liked, so he reached for creamer 
and noticed Richie was now standing directly behind him. Close. Too close. Jon startled at his touch, as he put 


his hands on Jon's waist and nuzzled into Jon's neck. 


Richie smelled the clean-cut sandalwood smell of Jon's cologne; Richie smelled like Marlboro Reds and bourbon. 


They would quickly be drunk on each other's smells. 


"Richie..." Jon turned toward Richie, thinking he was going to protest the advance but instead found himself 
grazing Richie's lips instead. Richie pressed forward and Jon opened his mouth. 


God, it felt good to taste Richie again. 


The Day, Part 5 
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Jon knew this was a bad idea. But the touch of Richie's lips, his hand moving down to cup his ass.. Jon was 
melting in his hands quickly. One simple kiss had taken his breath away, and now he was kissing back, pushing 


forward. Inviting more. 


He thought that Richie might pause, after all, he had said that he did want to leave him - as a lover, not just 


leave the band. Richie did not show signs of slowing down. 


It had been 5+ years since they had been in this suite together, but they both knew it well. Suddenly Richie 
was pulling Jon's sweater over his head, and simultaneously pushing him toward the bedroom, without taking 


his hands and lips off of Jon. 

He pushed Jon down onto the bed, and Jon lifted his hips - and open invitation for Richie to take his jeans off, 
and he did. Jon's cock sprang from the confines of his jeans and showed Richie just how much he had missed 
him.. how much he wanted him. 

But in slipping his jeans off, Richie had managed to see the bruises all up and down Jon's backside. He let out a 
slow whistle and sat up on the bed. "I guess we should probably talk some more before we get too far into 
this." 

Jon got into his bag and grabbed a pair of boxers so that he wouldn't be half naked for this discussion 


"Who beat you like that? That's not Dorothea's work." 


Jon sighed. He didn't want to answer the question, but he would. "I've been mostly at Tico's house since you 


called. Actually, since they called” 
"Tico is the one?" 


"There's been more than one, but yes. Tico. Shouldn't be that shocking to you - he's beaten both of our asses 
plenty over the years." 


"True. So much has changed though... so much." 


"But in a lot of ways, a lot has stayed the same. You know how resistant to change | am. So, if we're going to 


do this, we gotta talk." 


"| know." Richie didn't want to have this part of the conversation though. It was hard, painful, and he had to 
acknowledge that he had put Jon at risk by not telling him sooner. 


Jon sat down on the bed, and put his head on Richie's shoulder, just like old times. "Start talking.” 


"My viral cones are undetectable, which means | can't infect anyone, but | don't completely trust that. | have 
condoms, which we will use 100% of the time now, but | also have a bottle of PreP for you to start taking. It 
will be fully effective after 7 days, so you have multiple ways of protecting yourself.” 


"I thought about PreP once before, so lm mostly familiar with how it works. And I'm going to need to talk to 
Dorothea about it. She may not consent to me exposing myself, and thus her.. even with the risks lowered. But 
what are we talking about here, Rich? You said you wanted to leave me. Are we talking about all of this for 
one wild, crazy weekend of sex and then | won't see you again until the induction? | don't think l'm equipped to 
deal with that.. don't get me wrong, l'm dying to jump you right now and want nothing more than to feel your 
hands on me, but I'm scared, Richie. You really broke me the last time." 


Richie took Jon's hand in his, and started to cry. "I know | did. | do. | can't promise you that we will ever get 
back to the way things were.. | don't know that either one of us wants that, even. We got pretty rough there 
at the end, on both sides. But | can promise that | won't abandon you again. And that I'll be more open with 
you. I'd like to write more songs with you again, too." 

"God, we could have another Slippery if that works out... 


‘Seriously Jonny? That's your first thought??" Richie burst into laughter. 


"No, more like my third thought! This was my first!" Jon pushed Richie down and kissed him, deeply. He felt 
Richie grow hard through his skin tight pants and moaned. "| want that. | want it badly." 


The Day, Part 6 


Author's Notes: 
They're getting there... 


Jon wanted nothing more than to rip his clothes off, tear Richie's off of him, and fuck like there was no 


tomorrow. 


But he'd aged. He wasn't a reckless kid. He was afraid, and even more than that - he *had* to talk to 
Dorothea before going further. So he stopped quickly, short, horny as hell and sent her a text and asked her 
to come to the hotel, that he'd book a suite in her name and meet her in it, and he said she would not have to 


talk to Richie yet. 

Things were moving fast again. Too fast. Richie lay on the bed, mostly shell-shocked by what was going on 
"| promised her, Rich. And it's time | started living up to those promises again" 

‘| get it.. | do. Especially now." 


"Let me hop in the shower so | don't smell like you, meet up with her.. and don't go anywhere, ok? At all. | 


don't want rumors circulating yet. Just hang out here. We still have so much to catch up on - and the band 


situation to talk about." 


Richie nodded, feeling like a horny, blue-balled teenager. He'd wait for Jon though. Oh, he'd wait now. Unlike Jon, 
he hadn't been with another man in the last 5 years, because he had been too afraid. Nervous, closeted, he 


had a million excuses. But the most accurate excuse was that he was still wildly, passionately in love with Jon. 


Jon took the longest shower of his life. Just like Richie didn't know how to tell him, he had no idea how to ask 
for Dorothea's consent on this one. He could certainly tell her that he's sick - it had been something that they 
had already floated over the years. Richie hadn't looked well in a lot of the early pictures, but they had always 


associated it with his heavy alcohol use. 

He showered, changed and headed to the front desk. Dorothea was walking into the hotel. 

"Hi babe," he said and kissed her cheek. The front desk guy seemed to know to put her room as far away from 
Richie's as he could, and that was perfect. Jon would have had this conversation in the bar, over a bottle of 


wine if he could have.. but damned smart phones. Someone would capture a picture, or worse, the audio. 


Ok, loverboy... spill it. You look freshly showered and sane, so things must be going well." 


"They are. So far. Dot.. he's sick" 
"We suspected that. How sick?" 


"HIV+". Jon found his courage and just spit it out. The faster he got it out, the faster he could - possibly - 
get back to his lover. 


"Shit. We didn't really think about that oneDo you need to get tested again? Do |? | mean, I'm glad this didn't 
happen in 1988 when it would have been a death sentence... how is he doing?" Jon was actually a little floored 
that Dorothea was asking about how Richie was doing. It was a little out of character for her. 

"No, | checked with Eddie... I'm good. Richie's good. His counts are good. He gave me this." Jon set the bottle of 
PreP on the table. Dorothea had been involved in a number AIDS charities over the years, even more so than 


Jon, and she knew what it was. 

"You're asking me for my consent, aren't you?" 
"Yes, ma'am." 

"Jon, this has nothing to do with D/s." 


"You're right, l'm sorry. lm in wildly unfamiliar territory here - I've never asked for permission, more just... 
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forgiveness." 


"Condoms. Take the pills. Keep track of his viral counts. Use your head. We're 55, almost 5b now Jon.. | don't 


think there's much risk now." 
"What did | ever do to deserve you?" 


"You come home to me. Your loyalty will always be to me.. | know that. | trust that. And | trust you. | love 
you." 


"I love you more than | have words for," Jon said and buried his head in her chest. 


"Go, before | change my mind. And don't blink at the room service tab for tonight - I've invited my sisters into 


the city." 


Ah, girls night. He and Richie definitely needed to stay "in" - her sisters didn't like Richie, and they didn't 
*know*® things about Richie that they might pick up on if they were wandering around the hotel together. 


Jon kissed his wife, grabbed the bottle of PreP and bolted out of the hotel room. 


The Evening, Part | 
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Jon opened the door to the suite and at first, didn't see Richie. He had a momentary panic - he didn't even 


have Richie's current cell phone number. What would he do if Richie had run again?? 


But Richie had just walked into the other room. He was standing there, barefoot and shirtless. He looked 
striking. His tight leather pants fit like a glove, and Jon wanted nothing more than to get him out of those 
pants. He was ignoring the fact that they had talked about nothing, fixed nothing. Right now, neither of them 
cared about the last 5 years. 


Jon grabbed a bottle of water and opened the bottle of pills. He downed one and looked at Richie with a 
sheepish grin. He felt like a teenager again, his own erection visible through his relatively loose fitting jeans. He 
stripped off his sweater, kicked off his shoes. This was how he preferred to be. 


Richie wasn't wearing a belt; his pants laced up. How he could be almost 60 and still pull off those pants, Jon 
would never know, but he loved them. He especially loved unlacing them with his teeth. Jon had his thumb 
hooked inside the waistband of his jeans and just waited. For instruction, movement... he wasn't sure. He wasn't 


sure how/if the D/s connection was still going to be there, at least right now. 
He unbuckled his belt, but didn't move to remove it. He waited to see how Richie responded. 
"Depends on what you're up for," Richie smiled. "I'm game." 


Jon walked towards Richie, smiling. He left his belt unbuckled and kissed Richie, pulling him down to his face with 
his hands in Rich's hair. He kissed him hard, and long, and didn't want to pause to breathe. He wanted to stay 
lost in this moment forever. He did pause to breathe though, and led Richie over to the bed. "On your back," 
he told him. 


Jon straddled Richie, as he had been doing earlier. Definitely felt like a horny teenager. He leaned forward and 
bit Richie's nipple till he let out a soft moan. He took both of Richie's hands and held them above his head as 
he bit down on his other nipple. He wasn't sure what was bringing out the toppy side of him, but he was going 
with it. The hardness in Richie's pants told Jon he wasn't complaining. 


Jon began to kiss Richie again, biting on his lip ever so gently. He tasted the cigarettes. Oh how he missed that 
taste. On Richie's lips. On his own. 


Jon sat up, and pulled his belt out of his jeans. He doubled it over and held it in his hands. Richie tried to take 


the belt from Jon, but Jon pulled it away. "Oh no. | figure | owe you one good ass whuppin. | won't be too 
rough." 


Richie nodded. "That's fair." Jon shifted off of him and let Richie remove his own pants. He was struggling with 
the desire to do that himself. Later, right? This wouldn't be a one time thing, right? 


Naked, erect, Richie waited for instruction. "Over the end of the bed" 


Richie bent over the end of the bed and Jon kicked his legs apart a little further. It was implied that Richie 
would need to brace himself some. Jon's promise not to be rough didn't mean much - Richie was never a 
heavy bottom, and he hadn't bottomed at all since that last night 5 years ago. When the belt struck his bare 
ass, it hurt. And Jon sensed that. He gave him a few more with the belt, and then dropped it. He began 
spanking him with his hand, then after his ass was nicely pink, he told Richie to roll over on his back. 


"Wow... you've become a lightweight, Jonny. You've never gone that easy on me." 

‘I'm more interested in something else right now. You can beat my ass all you want later." Jon held Richie's 
hands down at his side and took his cock in his mouth. Jon hadn't been a prude in Richie's absence, but he 
hadn't had a cock his size in his mouth. He had to work to get it all in his mouth. While he wanted to taste 
Richie, and suck him off completely - more than anything.. he wanted Richie inside of him. He let go of Richie's 
hands and rolled off of him. 

"Please..." 


"Please what? Are you sure you want to do this?" 


"Please, Richie, fuck me like l've been dreaming about for the last 5 years." 


The Evening, Part 2 
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Jon rearranged the pillows on the bed, so that he could have his ass up in the air for Richie. Richie dug the 
condoms and lube out of his bag, and set them on the bed. He looked at Jon and pointed to the floor. Jon 
enthusiastically dropped to his knees. 


"Jonny, | am going to fuck your face hard, then flip you up on that bed and fuck you hard and fast. You good 
with that?" 


"Yes, sir," Jon said as he wrapped his mouth around Richie's cock, waiting. Pushed up against the foot of the 
bed, Richie grabbed the back of Jon's head and let him take his time getting his cock *all* the way into his 
throat and then he let loose. He forgotten just how amazing deep throating felt, and how good Jon's mouth felt. 
All the emotions he'd been holding back for the last 5 years (and maybe longer) were coming to the surface 


and now he wanted to pound Jon's throat until he came. 


And he decided to do that, meaning that he'd be rebounding when he he fucked Jon and he *loved* that idea - 


it would take him 3-4 times as long to come. 


Pushing Jon's head up against the bed, Richie pounded his throat. It felt so good to be able to be so rough, and 
when Jon opened his eyes and looked up at him with those blue eyes, Richie grabbed a fist full of Jon's hair 


and came hard in his mouth. Jon was most definitely ready for more. 


He let go of Jon's hair slowly, enjoying the moment and allowing Jon to enjoy every last drop. He did so love the 
taste of cum. Richie hadn't forgotten a thing. 


Jon grinned and crawled onto the bed. He positioned himself comfortably over the two pillows he'd set up 
earlier. He was surprised that he was not afraid. Richie took his time getting up on the bed- having set the 
condoms and lube right beside him on the right. He leaned forward and pressed up against Jon. While Jon was 
not afraid, he could tell that Richie was a little anxious. He was out of practice, and Richie had always prided 
himself on being an excellent lover - even more so than Jon did. And there was just no getting around the fact 
that Richie was almost 60, and hadn't packed Viagra for this trip. Mostly, because he wasn't sure that Jon 


would have any interest in going down this road again. 


But Jon raised his hips, pushed back into Richie and when Richie went to kiss his neck, Jon offered it to him. 
Richie was always such a biter, and Jon didn't care if the marks were visible right now. He'd pull up the collar 
on his jacket. He felt Richie grow hard again, and waited. He waited while Richie pressed against him, set the 
condom still in its wrapper on his back, and pick up the lube. He'd apparently brought nitrile gloves too, as he 


slipped a glove on before inserting his finger into Jon, prepping him. 
"Sir, it's going to hurt me." Jon groaned as Richie slipped a second finger into him. 
"| know, that's not my intent - not yet. Tell me what you want." 


Jon paused. "I want to feel like | belong to you again. That at least for right now, I'm owned by you." More 


pause. "That you want nothing more than my ass right now." 


Richie slipped the lubed-up glove off. Instead of reaching for the condom like Jon expected, Richie smacked 
Jon's ass. An unexpected surprise, Jon lifted his hips to encourage him. Another smack, and another, and Richie 
no longer needed encouragement. But he wasn't out to punish Jon, or to even make it hurt all that much - he 
just knew that Jon was able to take more of him, and more easily, when he was in more of a submissive 


mindset. 

Richie was surprised at how much his hands marked Jon - he could see the outlines of his hands on his ass 
already. He really hadn't been bottoming much. Richie felt bad about that, but he could still see evidence of a 
harder session a few days ago - that he knew had to be Tico's handiwork. 

Richie spread Jon's cheeks, and asked him if he was ready, as he opened he condom wrapper with his teeth. 
‘Oh yes." 

Richie had never loved using condoms, but he loved anal sex so much he would give anything to do this again 


And while he'd had anal sex with other men and women over the years... it just wasn't the same as it was with 


his Jon. God he loved that man. Even when he made it hard to do so. 


Jon gasped as he felt Richie enter him Slowly, just the head of his cock at first. Richie leaned forward, told Jon 
to take a deep breath, and pushed completely inside of him. Jon was right - it hurt. Richie's cock was long and 
thick, and he felt every millimeter of it right now. He tried hard not to clench down on it, but couldn't help it. 


"Jonny, its going to hurt more if you do that" 


"| know, | can't help it. | love how it feels.." He put his head down into the blankets on the bed, and raised his 


hips up to a comfortable position he could brace himself into. 


The Evening, Part 3 


Author's Notes: 
Talking Lots of talking 


** Im fighting some pretty significant medical problems, so it may take me longer than usual to finish this one. | 
plan on writing it all the way through to the Hall of Fame induction ceremony and performance-so figure, this is 
the half way point. ** 


For a moment, it was as if the last 5 years had never happened. That they were as close now as they had 


been when they first discovered love with one another 30 years ago. 


After cleaning up, Jon and Richie lay snuggled in bed together, arms wrapped around each other. They didn't 
feel like old men, not right now. Both still had that teenager-in-love feeling that always addicted them to one 
another. Richie played with Jon's chest air, wrapping it around his fingers - surprised he hadn't waxed it lately. 
He was so happy in the moment, but found his voice. "Jonny, at some point, soon, we are going to have to talk. 


For real." 

"| know. Does it have to be right now?" 

"No no. And honestly, in some ways, we can put it off indefinitely.” 

"I know a few Jersey boys who will not let us get away with that." 

"Oh God.. | can't even imagine how rough those conversations are going to be." 


"Do you even know what you want, Richie? You were the one that left without telling us a thing about what 
you wanted or wanted to be different.” 


"| think | do." 


"Richie, you're going to have to be better about telling me. And talking to me. And not burying things inside like 
you did" Jon felt Richie's body tense at the confrontational tone. "No, I'm not angry. lim done being angry. It's 
not like that. We used to tell each other *everything® - I've always been closer to you than anyone else on 


the planet. | haven't forgotten that, and | hope you haven't either.” 


"Jonny, you have always been one to wear your heart on your sleeve. Everyone knows what you're thinking 
just by looking at you. That's great in some ways, not so great in others. And you still need to be able to hide 


your relationship with me from the world at large. As much now as in the 80s, because now l'm positive." 


Jon raised up on one elbow to look at him. He ran his fingers through Richie's hair. "I've always stated publicly 


that you're my best friend and that | loved you. No need to change that statement.” 
"Still. the way you look at me.. people were talking.” 

"Fuck, man, we're pushing 60 now. Let them talk." 

Jon nuzzled into Richie's chest. "I've missed this." 


"Me, too, cowboy. Me, too." 


Richie dozed off for awhile and Jon took the opportunity to text Dorothea. 

"Hi," was all Jon started with. 

"Hi cowboy. How are things going?" Jon smiled. Cowboy. Still, to both of them, after all these years. 

"So far, so good" 

"Have you done any actual talking yet?" Oh how that woman knew him. 

"Sort of. We've started. | have no idea when I'll be home. Or when we are going to try to talk to the band." 
"TT has already hit me up to make sure you're in one piece." 

"Dot, | can't..." 

| know you can't. | told him you're OK. And you are, aren't you?" 


"lm living in the moment." Oooh, Jon thought - that could be a song title!! "I'm dreaming. | want us to write. | 


want to bring Desmond in again." 


"Lord, | won't see you till the falll But I'll have Her sent over to the hotel” Dorothea was referring to his 
guitar. "Did Richie bring his?" 


| honestly don't know what he has with him." 
"Do you want your toybag?" 
Jon was grateful this was a text message, not a phone call. He knew she was still somewhere in the hotel, 


surrounded by her 3 sisters - two of whom hated him on any given day, and which two was constantly 


evolving. "Yes, please." 


"Be careful, Jonny. | love you." 
"Always, and forever." 


He put his phone on the charger and head back into the room where Richie was sleeping. He wondered if Ori 
had in fact, left for Australia like he said. He never, ever doubted Richie was telling the truth prior to 2010. 
Now, he hated the fact that he had doubts. It weighed heavy on his heart as he tried to mentally walk 
through the discussion he knew they needed to have. To get back to where they were, he would need to be 
able to trust him again. And so would the band - and as of yet, Richie hadn't said anything at all about 
whether or not he even wanted to rejoin the band. And if he did, Jon knew he was going to have a huge battle 
with Tico and probably even more so, David. And X, and Shanks... 


Jon didn't have a clue as to how this could play out and leave everyone happy. Oh, and then there was Matt 
and Tony.. the last few years, he'd finally become close to his brothers, closer to them than his band 
members. But it had come at a price. They had watched him nearly die in sorrow and pain and depression, and 
had to become full-time babysitters. While Matt was the one with the temper, they both would want to beat 
the fuck out of Richie with a baseball bat, good ol Jersey boys that they were. 


Jon texted Desmond with a "Are you OK with coming to NYC in a couple of days?" and put his phone back 
down. He figured that would give him two days to figure out exactly what he was going to do. Or at least, a 


preliminary plan. 

By the time he got back to the bedroom, Richie was awake and ordering room service. He looked up at Jon and 
mouthed ‘you didn't want us appearing in public." and he was right. Jon didn't want them to be seen together 
yet, because it would be all over social media. 

Once Richie was off the phore, Jon put his boxers on and sat down on the bed He wasn't sore, and he wanted 
to be. He jumped up and ran over to his phone. He texted Dot to add V to his toybag, and ran right back to 
Richie. 

‘Its still early," Richie said. "What do you want to do tonight?" 


"I know what | want *you* to do to me." Jon smiled coyly. He wasn't even trying to be subtle. 


The Night, Part | 


Author's Notes: 
No sex, mild SM. 


A valet delivered Jon's precious baby and his toy bag about 2 hours later. He had dozed off and on between. 
He was tired and wired at the same time. And completely ignoring the elephant in the room. 


He dug into his toybag, and discovered whoever put the Viagra in the bag had put a host of other party 
methods in there as well. Jon groaned, he knew Richie was still drinking but he wasn't going to even ask about 


other drugs. Denial was best. 


Jon had been living reasonably clean these last 5, 6 years. Even before Richie left, he'd laid off anything but 
the occasional weed. He wanted to set a better example for his kids, especially the younger two who were too 


young to remember his wild and stupid days. 


He took his AP Takamine out of its case, and wiped it off. This was his baby. It had seen him through hell and 
back, for sure. He preferred to use it to write. Just as he sat down on the sofa though, he heard Richie 
stirring in the other room. It was dark outside now, almost Spm. And he was hungry - for music, Richie, and 


even food. 
He turned on some Bob Seger before walking back into the bedroom. Richie smiled his approval. 


"Want to tell me what you want now, Cowboy?" 


"| want it all. | want the roughness, the submitting, the endorphin rush. | want to fight back, to be able to hit 
you, too. To feel the energy, taste it. Like the last night, but not” 


Richie winced a little thinking about that last night together in Lubbock, TX. They had beaten each other, had 
angry sex, had loving sex, and gone all night, like they had on the 1800 tour. It felt like a lifetime ago. Richie 
wasn't sure that he even had it in him. But his attraction to Jon was just as strong as it had been all those 
years ago - which is why he had left in the first place. He wasn't sure if his heart was in it now... it had been 


a long time. 


He opened a bottle of cheap red wine though, and looked at Jon. He saw the desire in his eyes, the hurt, the 
love. God, those expressive blue eyes. They could melt him any day, and they certainly were right now. 


While Richie poured the wine, Jon took two Viagra out of his bag. He popped one in his mouth, and passed one 
over to Richie. "Since when have you ever??l?l?!" Richie's jaw dropped, but he took the pill. He'd not necessarily 


needed them, but he started enjoying the additional help back around Lost Highway. 


| haven't. But what the hell? | want to have fun tonight” He downed his first glass of wine and held it out to 
Richie for a refill. He stripped out of his boxers and knelt by Richie's feet. Richie filled his glass, but took it 


from him and held Jon's head while he slowly let him sip the wine. 


"If you get drunk too soon, you'll pass out on me, you sleepy drunk" Richie was right - especially since he'd 


left, because Jon had seriously cut down on his drinking. "Let me see what you have in your toy bag." 


"You first. | want to know what you came prepared with." Richie actually blushed a little. He had come 
prepared, and hopeful. He stood up and walked over to the closet door, and opened it. 


Jon was a little taken aback. He'd hung a couple of single-tail whips in there. A few floggers. A new razor strap 
that had not been broken in at all. That thing would be stiff, painful, and triggering. Jon got goosebumps. 


"Do you know what you're doing with those single tails??" he asked cautiously. 

"Ive had 5 years to practice" 

"Food. We need food, sir 

Richie nodded and grabbed the phone to order room service. Again He put his shirt on so he could answer the 
door and let Jon stay naked. Oh how he loved to watch him walk around naked. He had no idea what to order 


for the night, so Richie ordered one of just about everything on the room service menu. He knew if all went 


well, they'd be hungry later, too. 


Jon wanted to snarf down dinner, and Richie wanted to basically feed him. While he enjoyed being submissive, 


that was a step a little too far for him and he stood up and sat at the table to eat. 


"You're going to make me *take* what | want, aren't you?" 


The Night, Part 2 
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Richie waited until Jon was done with his dinner, and let him finish his glass of wine. Then he pointed at the 
ground by his feet. Jon took a deep breath and got up and walked over to Richie. "Sir, my knees are still pretty 


torn up. | can't spend a lot of time on my knees” 

"| know. But you will do as your told 

"Yes, sir. But | may want to fight back at times: 

"You can do that. But understand it may come with consequences, and even punishment: Is that OK?" 
"Yes, sir. But it's been a long time. It may be hard for me to get into that headspace.” 


Richie stood up and walked into the other room. Having not been instructed otherwise, Jon remained on his 
knees by the couch. Richie had trained him very well, and those instincts he learned over 30 years stayed in 


place. 


Richie walked over to the bed in the other room, through the French doors. "Crawl over here, and you can get 


up off your knees." 


Jon hated crawling. Hated it. Nothing was more humiliating to him. He'd rather wear semen on his face. But he 
did as he was told, keeping his head down the entire time. He'd crawled this distance before, somehow it 
seemed longer tonight. When he got to the bed, Richie sat down on the end of the bed and reached for Jon's 
hand. He pulled him over his lap. He knew the effect this would have on Jon - before he was completely over 


Richie's lap, he was hard as a rock. 


Jon loved this position And he was just enough bigger than Dorothea that she couldn't do it on the end of the 
bed, only up against the headboard. That headspace that he had been wondering if he could find was there. 
Instantly. 


Jon still bore bruises from the beating he'd taken at Tico's a few days ago, but they were mostly on his back. 
His butt never stayed marked long - so many years of practice and being spanked. But all that experience 
didn't mean that the spankings hurt any less. Richie's hands stung and turned him on at the same time. 


Jon couldn't remember a longer, more intimate hand spanking, ever. Maybe it was just that he missed this so 


much, or that this position was a rare one for him, or maybe it was just that it was his Richie. He could feel 


Richie's erection beneath him, too. He began to push his hips into Richie's thighs and was met with a smart, 
hard spank to his upper thigh. He jumped and yelped, not expecting it. It hurt so much more to be spanked on 
his thighs, and usually, Richie reserved the belt for his thighs. 


"Usually." There was nothing "usual" about this spanking, or this scene. Jon had given blanket permission to go 
into the deepest, darkest parts of himself still without addressing the elephant in the room. 


Richie let Jon up, and pointed to the wall. Jon looked down at the ground, a little defeated. He wasn't ready for 


this part. He wanted more playful, or at least more sensual play for awhile. "No." 


"No?" Richie grabbed Jon by his upper arm, and Jon twisted away from him. "NO." Jon grabbed Richie's arm. 
"Maybe it's time that you spent a little time on the receiving end." Jon took Richie over to his suitcase and 
told him to pick a belt. Jon's bag had 2 in it, plus the one he'd taken off. Richie had expected Jon to fight back 
at some point, but he expected it to be far later into the night. But Jon had grown stronger in the years that 
had passed. He wasn't ready to play harder yet, and he was standing up to Richie. 


Richie was so very happy to see that. He knew that when Jon just rolled over and took whatever Richie would 
give, that Richie could get too hard, too fast, too severe. It was healthier this way. It gave Richie a glimmer of 
hope, as he picked up the soft belt that Jon had been wearing earlier and handed it to him. 


"Sir?" 


"Oh yes. You're going to call me Sir. Remember when | said | owed you one good ass whuppin'? | think it's time 


for me to collect." 


That statement made Richie nervous. Very nervous. 


The Night, Part 3 
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Richie placed the belt in Jon's hands, gently. He could have fought back or showed some resistance, but he felt 
like this is what even *he* needed to have happen before they started to talk about real things. He truly 
wanted Jonny to beat the hell out of him and get it over with. He needed to cry. He needed the catharsis. 


He needed his Jonny. 


Jon took the belt. He was shocked himself at how quickly he had gone from being in a completely submissive 
mode to wanting the exact opposite - to make Richie submit to him. 


Richie had never been good at submitting. Bottoming, sure. But he didn't really enjoy pain the way that Jon did, 
and he hated giving up control to Jon in the bedroom - because too much of their "real" world was about Jon 


getting to do things Jon's way. 

Richie was still wearing his pants, but he waited for Jon's instruction before he took them off. 

Jon looked at him seriously. Richie thought for a moment that he might break into tears. "Richie, I'm not mad. 
Not anymore. | think | got over being mad a couple of years ago, when | started writing and recording again 
But | do want to punish you - really punish you." 

"| know. And | deserve it" 


"Strip for me." 


Richie was slow and methodical taking off his pants and folding them, sitting them on top of his suitcase. He 


wasn't hard. He was nervous. 


Jon would have taken him over his knee, but Richie was too tall for that. Jon had tried before. He pointed to 
the end of the bed, and Richie bent over obediently. 


He started lightly with the belt. Lighter than he had ever hit Richie before. At least he still got his butt beat 
by Dorothea, he knew that Richie wouldn't bottom to anyone else. He paused every few blows and ran his hand 
over Richie's bare bottom. That worked. Richie got hard, and relaxed. 


Jon got harder with the belt. Much harder, but he stuck to striking Richie's ass. Hitting his back didn't have 
the same effect it did on Jon - it just made him angry and would get him to fight back. Jon didn't want that 


right now. He was pretty sure he didn't want Richie fighting back at all in this scene, because he wanted to 
give him the punishment he thought he deserved. 


Richie was marking well. Jon loved to stop and feel the welts forming, and that just aroused Richie more. If Jon 
was being really mean, he could make Richie orgasm and then suddenly everything would be more painful. But 


that would likely shorten the scene. 


He walked over to his toy bag, and as expected, Richie's old King of Swing guitar strap was in there. He laid it 
on the bed near where Richie's face was. "Oh my God. You still have that?? You still *use* that??" 


"No, | don't still use it. What did you think, I'd throw it away?" 


"God.. | don't know." Tears were starting to fill Richie's eyes. “Please, sir. Use my old guitar strap to make me 


cry. To make me a very sorry boy." 
Richie had never asked for it like that. But he knew Jon. And he knew where Jon wanted to go with this scene. 
"I plan to, boy." 


Jon struck Richie's ass with the strap, with gusto. Quickly, he delivered the 2nd, 3rd, 4th and 5th blows before 
he gave him a break. Richie hadn't broken yet, but he was getting there fast. Jon stopped, and told Richie to go 
stand up against the wall. 


This was a position Jon hated as a bottom, but Richie hated even more. It mean his back was fair game. And 

as soon as Richie assumed the position, Jon began to strike his back Hard, unforgiving blows, and Richie broke. 
After he had begun to sob, Jon took him by the hand and let him back over to the bed, refocusing his blows 

onto Richie's ass. Richie kept crying. Jon wanted to comfort him so badly.. but it wasn't time for that. 


He continued to lay the strap on Richie's ass until he could see the bruises forming. Richie always bruised 
easily, a side effect of his drinking. Jon bruised easily, anywhere but on his ass. 


Richie had stopped trying to hold himself up on his elbows, and had just collapsed into his folded arms on the 
bed. Jon finally laid the strap down on the bed. Richie's sobs were starting to quiet. But then Jon got the lube 


and the condoms. 


Jon was a gentle top, usually. He didn't like to make anal sex hurt the other person, thinking that if he wasn't 
gentle they might not want to do it again. This time though, was different. He wanted it to hurt, and wanted 
Richie to feel every inch of him. He used the absolute minimum amount of lube he thought he could get away 


with, and entered Richie quickly. 


He pulled back Richie's still longer hair and bit down on his neck, below his shirt line. Richie yelped in pain, but 
began to relax as he let Jon fuck him. Jon came hard, faster than they both had expected, and rolled off of 
him. But he wasn't done.. not yet. He rolled Richie over and took his cock in his mouth. He chuckled.. something 


no ‘good top' would ever do. Not that he ever played into those stereotypes. 


Richie was hard, and coming out of the good boy headspace, and put his hands in Jon's hair as he began to 
slowly fuck Jon's mouth. He started to get a little rough, and Jon slapped his thigh. He wanted to go slowly, and 
Richie was going to obey him, for at least a little bit longer. Jon didn't want to let Richie come in his mouth, 
but he couldn't help it. He missed the taste of Richie. 


Despite having taken Viagra and planning to go all night, the two of them curled up on the bed together and 
crashed. What little pillow talk they had managed turned out to be promises that in the morning, over 
breakfast, they'd start to talk about what to do. 


Negotiations Begin 
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Jon woke up before Richie, just like old times. He ordered a hearty breakfast and nuzzled back into Richie's 
chest in bed. Man still didn't have any chest hair. Jon was jealous, he had enough chest hair for 5 people. Jon 
knew it would be at least a half hour before room service made it to their suite, and he wanted to jump 


Richie again. He knew better though.. they really needed to start talking about everything. 

Richie began to stir when he felt Jon's erection against him. Jon couldn't help it, if Richie were 80, he expected 
he'd still feel the same way if laying in bed naked next to him. Dammit. It's impossible to deny chemistry, even 
when its a dangerous reaction 

Richie was really sore, inside and out, and that made him even snugglier than usual. He just wanted to lie there 
and hold Jon, and that was OK with Jon. He knew that when room service got there, one of them needed to be 
at least somewhat dressed and that would change the mood. Until then, he'd enjoy the time cuddling. 

Damned room service seemed to get there in record time. Jon jumped up and threw a robe on and let them in, 
while pulling the French doors closed so that no one would see a half-sleeping Richie lying in bed. 35 years, and 


they were both still paranoid. 


After they had put out the spread, Richie came out to join Jon. Jon pulled out his bottle of PreP and took a 
pill, while Richie dug his meds out of his bag. A stark reality check started the conversation. 


"You told Dorothea, and she was OK with it?" 
"Yes. For how long, | don't know. As in, | don't know if she's signing off on us getting back together again" 


"Is that what we're doing?" Richie asked, with a serious look of surprise on his face. They obviously weren't on 


the same page yet. 
"| have no idea, Rich. What are we doing?" 


‘I've had the time of my life the last couple of days. I've missed you. But | know I've hurt you in ways that | 


can't ever undo. And I'm in love with someone | doubt you want to be on the same continent with." 
"Are you really in love with her? I've watched the tapes. I've seen you. | don't see it” 


"She's good for me." 


“She may be. But | don't see you look at her the way you look at me, or the way you still look at Heather." 


Richie nodded. He didn't have a response to that. But Orianthi had saved what was left of his career. He didn't 


want to walk away from her for a part-time relationship with Jon. 
"Jon, you're not leaving Dorothea. I'm not going to leave O for a part-time relationship." 


"Were we ever part-time? | mean, really? I've spent more nights in your bed than | have in Dorothea's, even 
after all this time. You were more than that to me. And you broke me, badly, when you walked away without a 


word. | almost killed myself. Several times." 
‘lm sorry." 
"| know, and I've forgiven you. | had to, in order to move on. But dammit, Richie, I'm still in love with you." 


‘| love you, too." A long pause ensued, and you could cut through the tension with a knife. Finally, Richie kept 
going. "| think, with some time, you and | could get back to where we were, musically. Emotionally... Jon, what do 
you think? | mean, the last two days have been amazing, but can we keep at it? We got to some scary places 
towards the end.. especially for me. | hurt you, a number of times, more intensely and severely than | ever 


thought | would." 


"Rich, I'm a masochist. | always have been If | didn't get it from you, I'd have found someone - believe me. And 


| never, ever safeworded with you." 


"True." Jon had been hoping for a little more of a response. And people accused him of being difficult, like 
pulling teeth. 


"Here's what | would want, in a perfect world." Jon began to lay out his plan. 


Jon wanted: 

- an attempt at a personal relationship between them again, but with no guarantees except a promise that 
neither of them could walk away without a word again. 

- to write with Richie, and Desmond, and come up with one new song for the Rock n Roll Hall of Fame Induction 
ceremony. 

- to write an album with Rich and Desmond, to be recorded with the band or perhaps as a duet, depending on 
how the conversations with the band went. 

- Richie would need to work with the band members individually to help heal old wounds. 

- Richie would have to agree to work with Phil X and Shanks to come up with a solution that would work for 
the band as a whole. Jon's suggestion was that he would ask X to step aside and give him and his band the 
Drills a permanent opening spot. Richie and Shanks would be able to play together, Richie and X, not so much - 
and that was all on Richie's end, not X. 


- the D/s between them had to be negotiated, or at least no longer automatic. There were no issues that 


would mean real punishment, without discussion first, like there had been before. 


- to avoid Orianthi as much as humanly possible. 


Richie wanted: 

-a personal relationship again, with some D/s rules. 

- an agreement that if they brought Desmond back into the inner circle that Jon would not sleep with him. 

- to be able to perform with the band for the Rock n Roll Hall of Fame ceremonies. 

- acertain level of tolerance for Orianthi from Jon, but he did not want to have to talk to Dorothea anytime 
soon. 

- while they are working things out, Richie did not want Jon seeing anyone else, male or female, aside from the 
obvious Dorothea. 

- Jon would need to help Richie smooth things over with the other band members initially. 

- the opportunity to write another album together, even if it was just the two of them and not the rest of 
the band. 


While they weren't on the same page, they weren't as far off as Jon had expected they would start out. 


Jon looked at Richie - "I should check in with Dot, and see if Desmond answered me. Then, we'll start working 


through the lists we just made." 


Richie nodded. "Do you think we can work something out?" Richie hadn't put a shirt on yet this morning, and 
Jon could easily see the bruises he'd left behind. Richie still seemed a bit submissive, if not a little broken 


"Rich, there isn't a part of this that doesn't suck. | expect every conversation and negotiation is going to be 


painful. But I'm willing to try." 


Richie leaned over and kissed Jon "Me, too, Jonny. Me too." 


My List vs Your List 
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As they finished eating, Jon answered text messages in the tacky hotel robe while Richie had pulled on a pair 
of pajama pants. Desmond was floored - he hadn't exactly answered Jon's question, he wanted more details 
before he decided to set foot into what could be a very tenuous situation 


He checked in with Dorothea, and told her they were starting to actually talk now, and to negotiate. "Do you 
need Lou?" was her only real response. She was going to stay out of it, and let Jon be Jon. That was what 
tended to work out best in the end. 

"No, for now, we are working it out on our own" 

"| love you. Try to check in regularly.’ 

‘| will babe. Love you too." 

Richie looked down at his notepad. He hadn't picked up his phone this morning - he honestly didn't want Ori 
involved in this discussion in any way shape or form. Jon was right - thought Richie wasn't ready to admit 
that - he didn't love her the way he'd loved others, the ones who had taken his whole heart: Jonny, and 
Heather. 


Jon looked at his notepad and then smiled at Richie. "Can we knock some easy ones off of these lists? Before 
we have to get into the tough stuff?" 


"Absolutely! Where do you want to start?" 

"Desmond. He's monogamous, and that chemistry passed a long time ago. | can promise you | will not sleep with 
him while we are working together." What Jon didn't say was that a frustrated, horny Jon and Desmond was 
pretty much the ideal situation for songwriting, so that was easy to agree to. 

"Ok, you're right. That was easy. Ori and Dot” 

"That's not going to be easy." Jon groaned. "How about we don't have to interact with each other's partner and 
we will all just suck it up and play nice when we have to be in the same room with one another for the Hall of 


Fame induction.” 


"That still feels like we're not really addressing the issue, but that's a solution that works... for now. Next?" 


"| can agree to not sleeping with Desmond, or even another man. | won't make any promises about sleeping with 
other women. There's almost no chance of it happening, but regardless, | don't want to make a promise | might 
not be able to keep." 

Richie was actually surprised Jon made that stipulation, but it made sense. For whatever reason, he expected 
Jon to hold out on sleeping with other men first. He had always been gayer than Richie, but on the other hand, 
he was now dealing with HIV prophylactics, and that would be more of an issue with the men he might hook up 


with randomly. It required more conversation than just using a condom. 


"Ok," Richie said. So far, so good. They hadn't even started to argue over anything - yet. "Now... us.. Back 
together?" 


"Yes. Or at least, | think so." 
"And the D/s?" 

"Rich-" 

"No, hear me out. 


"You and | are at our best when that dynamic is there. | can keep you grounded, focused - especially if we are 
going to try to write with Desmond, or Shanks." 


"Ok, | can agree to that. And I'll still allow real punishment for when | fuck up on stage, go off on someone on 


staff, or just in general, need it. But there will be a safe word this time." 
So for now, the personal stuff seemed to be working itself out calmly and with no real contention 


But now, they needed to moved on and try to come up with a plan to talk to the band. 


Tico 
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Jon wasn't entirely comfortable with the compromise they had come up with as far as Dorothea and Ori, but 
he really didn't have a good answer for the situation It was as good as they were going to be able to work out 
right now. And they both seemed to understand just how emotional that situation was, and agreed to tap dance 
around feelings to make it work 

But then there was the band. Richie looked up at Jon, and put his hand on his knee. "Who do we start with?" 
"Tico. f we can't get T on board, we have no chance at all with Lemma." 


"What about X? Are you going to want to keep us both?" 


"No, | think X and the Drills should just become our permanent opening act." Richie was OK with that situation 
"And | think X will be absolutely OK with that idea" 


"Do you write with X?" 
"No. Just Shanks. Sometimes Lemma." 
"How pissed off is Lemma?" 


"More than you want to know, Rich. Let me text TT and see what he's doing today (aside from sitting around 
fretting about what we are doing)." 


"Jonny, who are we going to tell about my HIV status?" 


"That's up to you. But | think the more upfront you are with the guys, the better it's going to go. You'll have 
to tell your techs. And legally, | need to see what the lawyers say about the people that deal with your talk 


box and such and what precautions might be required." 


"Ugh, lawyers. | would love to get through these next few months without lawyers." Jon wanted to smack 
Richie when he said that. Seriously? The only communication he'd had with the man in 5 years was through 
lawyers, and now HE didn't want to deal with lawyers??? The displeasure must have been evident on Jon's face, 


because immediately Richie began to backpedal. "| know that's not possible, Jon. I'm OK with the lawyers." 


Jon sent Tico a text to ask if he was available to come into the city. The phone immediately rang. 


"Boss... are you OK???" TT was genuinely concerned because he knew how much emotion and pain was present 
in these negotiations, and he was fiercely protective of Jon. 


‘lm OK. lm working on things with Richie. I'd like for you to come into the city and talk through some different 


scenarios with Rich. Just the 3 of us, before we start talking to Lemma. You know he's still pissed off" 
"| do. You at the Plaza?" 

"Yes. Our usual suite." 

"lll be there in a couple of hours." 


At least Tico was willing to come into NYC and talk. That was better than he would have agreed to a year or 
so ago. They'd come a long way and healed a lot on the This House Is Not For Sale tour. 


"Rich, | need to call Dot and talk to her. Why don't you go ahead and shower and get dressed?" Richie stood up, 


kissed Jon's head and watched him walk out onto the balcony before he jumped in the shower. 
"Hi babe," Jon said as soon as Dorothea picked up. 
"Hil How are you?? How is it going??" 


"Better than | had hoped for. We are negotiating, talking about getting back together. Tico is coming over in a 
little while to start negotiating Richie coming back into the band." 


"Wow. | didn't think -" 
"You didn't think I'd want to take him back." 


"| guess, Jon. | just don't know. He hurt you so very badly the last time. | don't know if you could survive 


another round of that." The implied statement there was "I don't know if *we* can survive another round of 


this." 
"Dot, l'm smarter this time around. | won't let it hurt *us* this time around." 


"Jonny, it's not that simple, you know that. And he's sick. What if he doesn’t take care of himself, and God 


forbid, dies? | don't know how you'd survive that.” 


"| do. Because he died 5 years ago to me. This is just bonus time. I've already mourned and survived that loss." 
He was right. 


"I wish | was there to squeeze you tight right now. But | know my being there would just complicate 


everything." 


"Oh yeah. I'm ok, baby. | really am. But the hard part is just beginning. Fixing me and him seemed to be easier 
than this is going to be." 


"How on earth are you going to get Lemma to agree to this?" 

‘Let's start with Tico. This many take awhile. lIl touch base when | can" 

They said their 'I love yous" as Richie headed out of the bathroom half-dressed. He looked worried 
"Is everything OK?" 


"Yes, Rich. We're good. Tico should be here soon" 


Tico was there faster than they had expected. Richie opened the door for him, and was met with Tico's fist to 
his jaw. 


Stunned, Richie stepped back before Tico could deliver another hit. 
"| guess | deserve that." 
"Damned right you do." 


Tico walked over to the conference table in the suite, and sat down. He had brought his laptop bag, and dug out 
a pad of paper and a pen. He was definitely prepared to negotiate. 


Richie walked over to the table, and made sure to sit across from Tico. He wasn't sure that T was done hitting 
him. 


Jon sat down, still in his sweat pants and an old Giants sweatshirt, regretting that he hadn't showered yet. Not 
that he had anything to hide from the two sitting at the table. It occurred to him that they had both fucked 
him in the last week. But he was a straight man, right? 

Before he let his head go down that road, Richie started to speak. "Jon and | are working on getting back 
together - the two of us. We asked you to come first, TT, to start talking about reunion options with the 
band." 

"There aren't any." TT glared at Jon for even allowing Richie to think there might be. 


"Just hear me out. We want to talk about a reunion for the Hall of Fame induction first.” 


‘lm much more open to that than anything long-term with the band. | don't trust you, Richie. Not a lick" 


Lemma 
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Jon had a sinking feeling in his gut. This might not work out. Tico wasn't nearly as hot-headed about Richie as 
Lemma these days, and if they couldn't get Tico on board, he felt like there was little chance they could make 
this work out. 

"T, we know we are asking a lot. We made a list of what we want, and both of us want to be able to write with 
Desmond again, and both of us want to work on reuniting with the band. To start with, just for the Hall of 
Fame induction.. and then sort of take it from there." 

"lm listening..." was all TT could manage. 

"Teek, | want to tell you why | left" 

"Richie, it's been 5 years. | can honestly say that | don't care. Do you know what you did to Jon? To me and 
Lemma? A drummer without a guitar player and a lead singer is just a man banging on a bucket busking on a 
street corner. Jonny could have moved on solo far easier than | could. And Lemma has a second career. My 
art isn't a second career for me. Professionally, *1* had the most to lose when you left and nearly took Jon 


out with youl!" 


Jon was impressed that Tico got all that out. It was more than he'd said on the matter in 5 years. He just did 
not want to talk about the situation. Ever. 


"Tico, | got sick. | found out | was HIV+." 
Tico got serious now, more serious than angry. "Sorry to hear that. Are you OK?" 


"Lam now. Thanks." 


Tico looked over at Jon. "You want to go down this road with him?" 

"| do." 

Tico just shook his head. "You're a better man than | am." 

Jon just nodded. "What would you need to allow Richie to rejoin us for the Hall of Fame induction?" 


"A lot. If he flakes or doesn't show, he loses all rights to his royalties in the future." 


Ouch. That was harsh. And Jon wasn't entirely sure that legally it was possible. But he let Tico keep talking. 
"A workable solution that doesn't screw over X" 
"Ok" 


"And how things go over the next couple of months, Richie could come back on a conditional basis. Hourly. He 
gets paid for every hour he spends working with the band - practice, writing, performing. But nothing that 
isn't witnessed. He'd have to go through one entire tour that way before I'd be willing to trust him as a full 


member of the band." 


Wow, Richie and Jon were both stunned. First, that Tico had thought this through to this degree. But it made 
sense, he was the first to know, and Jon and Richie had been holed up together for days at this point where 
Tico had nothing but time to think about what they might be doing. And what a reunion might mean. 


Jon looked at Richie - that was a fair compromise, especially with Richie's substance abuse issues. It was 


harsh, but realistic. 


Richie looked at Tico, then Jon. "Let's get Lemma over here." 


Lemma did not want to join in the discussion Jon had to ask him nicely to come over and just hear everyone 
out. He agreed, begrudgingly, and told Jon on the phone that he made no guarantees about being able to hold 
his tongue. Jon told him that he didn't have to, that this was the time to get it all out. 


Lemma sat down at the table and let Tico explain the conditions he was comfortable with, and they were 


perfect for Lemma. 


Lemma looked at Richie. "Do you know how much you hurt ALL of us? Not just Jon? | loved you like a brother, 
one of my three best friends in the world and just one day you were gone. You didn't even take a phone call 
from any of us. You changed your numbers. Our kids lost their ‘cousins’ overnight - and they certainly never 
did anything to deserve being cut off. You behaved like a kid having a temper tantrum. And | know enough to 
know that you and Jon didn't have a fight before you left. So yeah, I'm hurt. I'm not agreeing to anything other 
than conditional return. And if | had a dominant bone in my body, I'd want to tan your hide but l'm guessing 
that's already happened" 


Richie just nodded. He quietly said "I'm pretty bruised." 


"Good for you. Want to talk about how broken Jon was in the middle of a tour???" Lemma was pissed. His 


bruises didn't make up for the harm he'd caused. "How broken we were?" 


Richie didn't look up. "If you want to. l'm willing to talk through it all. | made mistakes, Dave. Big ones. But | miss 


our brotherhood. | can't find the chemistry | had with you guys with someone else - and I've tried. I've tried 
so hard. But | don't feel complete without you guys - all of you. Yes, you know l'm biased towards Jon, but 
that doesn't mean that the rest of you mean any less to me. | was sick, and | didn't have my ‘brothers’ to 


turn to." 

"Sick" Lemma said flatly. He hadn't expected that. 

"Yes. HIV+." 

"Fuck man, l'm sorry." Long pause. "Things make a little more sense now, Rich." 

"I know I've fucked up. | could have stayed away forever. But | don't want that. | miss my friends, my brothers, 
my partners in crime, my bandmates. We made beautiful music together - and | want that again. I'll jump 
through whatever hoops you require to make this happen" Richie was fighting back tears, which surprised 
everyone. He was not one to cry, even at funerals. 

Lemma looked at Jon “Alright, I'm on board. | don't trust him, but Tico's plan seems pretty solid towards 
rebuilding trust, and | think we need that. But we need to call X and Shanks. And that's where things are going 
to get tricky." 


Phil was in Ontario, he couldn't get there today. Shanks lived in NYC, that was easy enough. The band agreed to 


break and meet again tomorrow. 


lb Hours 
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Lemma and TT left, giving Jon and Richie about lb hours of alone time. They were both in somber moods after 


the meeting, and Richie was on the verge of tears through dinner. 

"Why do they hate me so much? You had more reason to hate me than anyone." 

"Because you hurt me. And TT and Lemma are more protective of me than my own brothers, at least 
emotionally. But you have to understand Rich, you were a brother to them, too. Not a lover, but we had what 
we thought was a lifelong, unbreakable bond.. and you broke it. Without ever telling us why or confronting us. 
We're Jersey boys - we needed that confrontation" 

"Tomorrow is going to suck" Richie couldn't look Jon in the eye. He knew he was right, about everything. 


"| don't think it will be as bad as you think" 


Richie walked into the bedroom and picked up his old guitar strap. Jon shook his head. "No, | see what you're 
trying to do. You're trying to get me to hurt you, and help make this process easier on you. Hell no!" 


"What?!" 

"I have no intentions of making these discussions easier for you. You hurt ME, remember? You hurt Lemma 
and Tico too. And any part of you coming back is going effect Shanks and X. You're going to have to eat some 
crow and take responsibility for what you've done. 5 years is a long time for resentment to grow. Had you 
taken b months, | think this would be easier. And l'm sure they are asking the same questions I'm thinking - 
are you *only* wanting to come back because of the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame induction?" 

"Wow, you aren't pulling any punches... Do you really think that's the only reason | want to come back?" 

"Me? Most of the time, no. But | still reached out to your lawyers first. You didn't come to me." 

"Why do you think | want to come back?" 


"Because you're still in love with me." Jon said without the slightest hesitation 


Richie only nodded. "I couldn't stand the sight of you or even your touch on stage those last few months... and 
| still don't know why." 


‘lm pretty sure we just got sick of each other. Did you think that | had been the one to infect you?" 

"Noooo, never. | was much more afraid that | had already infected to you." 

"So if you can tell me why you want beaten tonight, we can talk about it. Do you know why?" 

| could cheat, and say that | just want to feel more pain to pay for past sins, but it doesn't work like that. | 
want to be lost in you - to feel your hands, your belt, your strap on me. To feel you inside of me. To just be 
lost in you for tonight before we have to have even more difficult conversations tomorrow. I've missed you. 
All of you. All of this. Everything we had. The break | thought | needed wasn't worth the ultimate cost - you." 
"And that right there? Is going to be what breaks negotiations tomorrow. This can't be about me. You can't be 
coming back for me. You have to want to come back to the band. You'll have to agree to something close to 
what Tico suggested. No one is going to trust you. Not even me, not for awhile. And Dorothea..." 

"Sooner or later, I'm going to have to sit down with her, aren't |?" 

‘Sooner, probably, than either of us would prefer. I'm not going to lie and tell you that I'm looking forward to 
that conversation. And | don't want you playing any song from THINFS live." How could he let Richie play on 
those songs, when every single one of them was about him? 

“Jonny... | really do want to feel you. Your belt, your strap. You." 

"You can't try to switch on me." 

"| won't." 

"Safeword?" 

"Francis?" Jon laughed at that one. 

"Fair enough." Jon stood up, and rested his hand on his belt buckle. "You're going to be obedient?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"You want this because you want me, not because you want to pay for old sins, right?" 

"Can't it be for both?" 

It can, but if you want that level of cathartic scene, it's going to hurt like hell. And I've gotta say, l'm sure as 


hell going to enjoy myself” Jon whipped his belt off and doubled it over. "I think you're wearing too much 
clothing." 


Another Step Forward 
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Richie looked so vulnerable bent over and naked. What had once been a firm, tight ass that you could bounce a 
quarter off of now looked like a 58 year old man's ass. Even though he looked better than he had at his worst, 
he definitely looked like he hadn't taken care of himself. But it didn't matter. Jon loved every inch, every 


wrinkle, every crease. Dammit, sometimes, he wished that he didn't. 


Jon laid into him hard and unrelenting with his belt. It was a soft belt, but wielded hard enough was still going 
to leave welts and bruises, and Richie still had some from the first beating he'd taken. Based on Richie's 
reactions, each blow seemed to be getting harder than the last. With Richie's whimpering, Jon's erection began 


to get uncomfortable in his jeans. 
"Get down on your knees." 


Richie turned and rolled off the bed, obeying Jon. Jon tossed his belt onto the bed and grabbed Richie by the 


hair. "Keep your eyes open, | want to watch your eyes as | fuck your face." 


Jon had never been particularly rough with oral - but was suddenly motivated. He held onto Richie's hair, 
pulling it tight and wrapping it around his fingers making it hurt. Richie was surprised, and gasped a little 
before Jon's cock was hitting the back of his throat. It was going to take Richie a second to be able to deep 
throat Jon, and Jon wasn't being patient. Richie gagged a little as he took the rest of Jon's cock into his mouth. 


Jon pounded Richie's face. Just shy of orgasm, he pulled out and came all over Richie's face and even got a 
little on his upper chest. Richie was hard as a rock Jon walked over to his toybag, leaving Richie in place. He 
picked up the strap and walked back over to Richie. He looked down at Richie's erection and said "I think we need 
to take care of that" 


Richie waited, afraid of what he thought Jon was suggesting. 

"The look on your face tells me you know what | want. Cum for me." 

Richie put his head down, and took his cock in his right hand. He didn't want to look at that damned strap right 
now. Jon knew exactly what he was doing right now, because Richie had done it to him when he wanted to 


really punish him. A man's pain tolerance drops to nonexistent after orgasm. 


Richie hated jerking off solo. It was different if Jon was joining him. "May | have some lube, sir?" Jon obliged, 
and zipped his pants back up. He held the strap in his right hand, and waited. The imminent fear pushed Richie 


over the edge and he came in his hands. 


"Go wash your hands and come back here." Richie was slow to return, dreading what he knew was coming next. 
"Up against the wall. And if you think for a moment about turning on me or trying to fight back, | will tie you 


down and make you a very sorry man" 
"Sir, | will do my best to obey but | may not be able to hold still for this." 
"| don't expect that you will” 


Jon started slowly, on Richie's ass first. The strap wasn't easy to wield, and it was heavy, even awkward. And 
Jon was out of practice with it, too. He almost never topped Dorothea, and he would never, ever use a guitar 
strap on her. But soon enough, he wanted Richie's back. 


Striking on the back requires patience, and some degree of skill. It hurt like hell, and Richie jumped. Jon paused 
whenever he jumped, occasionally resting his hand on his shoulder and telling him that he could take it. And he 
reminded him that he needed it. 


It wasn't a long beating, but it certainly felt like it to both of them. After one particularly hard blow, Jon 
stopped and whispered in his ear reminding Richie that he asked for this. And that did it. On the next blow, 
Richie started crying. In any other scene, Jon would have stopped. While he could get "toppy" he truly wasn't 
dominant like Teek or Richie. 


But he knew how much Richie needed this... and to a degree, how much he himself needed it. He and Richie 
were just staring to unravel effectively I0 years of resentment and emotion that they hadn't dealt with. And 
Jon needed to be a different person now - he was, in so many ways, a different person than he had been 


when Richie had left 5 years before. 


In his own mind though, Jon had to reconcile the 5 years *before® Richie left. He hadn't noticed how bad 
things were. He had ignored the changes in their chemistry. He didn't see that Richie was sick He didn't listen 
to Richie when he said he didn't want to tour as much, or at least not as aggressively. That he wanted to 
include more of his songs/their songs on the albums, to have his music heard, too. To have more of a 


democracy within the band. 

Jesus, he was just as guilty as Richie in this mess. Well, maybe not quite as guilty - but guilty enough. 

As Richie sobs started to lessen, Jon put the strap down and led him over to the bed. Instead of the rough, 
painful fucking that he had originally been planning, Jon massaged Richie's sore ass and back, and then took his 


time stripping down to nothing, then unrolling a condom and getting Richie ready with his fingers. 


Jon entered Richie slowly and gently, and lay down on top of Richie so that his hairy chest was against Richie's 
battered back. It felt so good to be back inside of him, to feel like his *lover* and everything. 


This might actually work out, Jon thought to himself as he lay wrapped in Richie's arms afterwards. And who 
cares if what was bringing them back together was sex. Sex, drugs and rock n roll.. right? Wasn't that what 
this was all about, ultimately? 


A New Beginning? 
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Jon slept curled up in front of Richie, soundly. It was the best sleep he'd had in years. The two of them slept 
all night, without sleep aids. Jon was glad that he had thought to set an alarm earlier when they were talking 
about Shanks and X coming to the hotel. With Tico and Lemma, it was going to be a full house in that 


conference room. 


Jon was up first, started a pot of coffee and ordered room service. He ordered bagels and fruit for an army. 


And coffee. A lot of coffee. Jon was halfway through his second cup before Richie started to stir. 
"Hey there. How are you feeling this morning?" 

"Sore. Sorer than | have been in a long time." 

"Since Lubbock" 

"Yes, since Lubbock" 

"You know today is going to be a long day." 

Ive hoped for, and dreaded, this day for 5 years, Jonny. | want it to go well. I'm willing to do almost anything." 
"Do you think you and X can play nice?" 

"We did before, when | was coming back from rehab." 

"A lot of things have changed since then" 

"Jonny, how much do you like writing with Shanks? I've seen the visible chemistry on stage..” 


"Shanks is no Desmond, Rich. | don't think there will ever be another Desmond for us - we need to repair those 


bridges and bring him back." 
"Are you lovers?" 


"No. 


"Have you been?" 

"A couple of times, sure. Back on the HAND tour." 

"When we almost came out as a couple." 

"Yes." 

"Jesus Jon Have you ever been 100% honest with me? With anyone?" 

"Probably not." 

"Were you sleeping with Desmond?" 

"When?" 

"Jesus, Jon That answers that question" 

"| would never call what Desmond | did ‘sleeping together We were young, horny, and would get each other 
worked up and then write songs. Did we fuck a couple of times? Yeah, | think so. | think there were some 
discreet blowjobs, but we were never the item *you* thought we were.’ 

Richie relaxed a little and sat down to eat breakfast. He'd grown to love black coffee too, so many tours ago he 
couldn't remember. That was part of his biggest issue with the band, and coming back to it. His life was 
marked by tours - Slippery, Crush, One Wild Night, HAND - hell, he wasn't sure he could name them all at this 
point. And he'd have to look at old passports to figure out how many countries he'd been in - which was a 
new, complicating factor for overseas travel. He was going to have to disclose his status to the band 
members. There was no getting around it - and it was simply the right thing to do. 


They had time to shower, together, and make themselves presentable before the band got there. 


But Tico was early. Dammit. 


Forgiveness 
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"Well, this is a great fucking way to start this conversation With the two of you freshly fucked." Tico's 


displeasure was palpable. 

"It's not like that T," Richie tried to start. Tico just raised his hand to Richie. 
"No, you don't talk yet. l'm still in shock we are having this conversation" 
Jon looked at TT and shook his head. "I'm running this. | have to." 


"Of course, boss. Of course." Tico didn't even mean it sarcastically. This was Jon's heart they were dealing with 


- there was no getting around that. 

One by one, the rest of the gang showed up, with Shanks being the last to walk in. It was a full table. The only 
ones missing were Lorenza, Hugh, Everett and Bobby, if they were going to include absolutely everyone. 
Anything done by group consensus made Jon nuts though, so this was hard enough. 


"Rich wants to rejoin the band. I'm sure you all have figured that out by now." 


"Someone was on Twitter this morning, talking about playing at the Induction," Phil muttered under his breath. 
The entire room turned and looked at Richie. 


"Fucking seriously, Richie?" Jon nearly blew his stack right then and there and ended all of it. 

"All | did was share an article where someone else was surmising that | might." Jon was still fuming. His hatred 
of social media was not new. Staying off of it was the only way he'd managed to stay as in-the-closet as he 
could. Even now, there were rumors. Thank God, Twitter hadn't existed in the 80s. 

"| have a plan," Phil chimed in. "And | talked to Dave about it. We think it could work" 


"Ohhh???" Everyone else in the room was surprised. Dave and Phil were an odd pairing in this discussion 


"We have 5 months till the induction performance," Dave started. "We want to *all* hit the studio. Instead of 


becoming the ever shrinking classic rock band - why can't we continue to grow?" 


No one said anything. 


"We bring Desmond in. We make Shanks and Everett official, and Lorenza too, if she'll take it. We all write 
together. More like we used to. Like we started to get back to with the last album - where Jon actually let 
Tico write the drum lines. Remember Vancouver? Writing and recording Slippery? We were brothers, invincible, 
stupid at times - but brothers. We need to get back to that. And not be the nay-sayer, but we *need* 


another Slippery to avoid becoming a bunch of washed up old has-beens." 


All eyes turned to Richie and Jon. Jon didn't like this idea, but it made sense. But it left some unanswered 
questions. Jon thought about the last tour, and how every time he sang a song that they had written 
together, just he and Rich, Richie's voice would haunt him. He could still hear his voice, his harmony. And it 


continued to break his heart just a little more each time. 


Jon remembered the first time he and Richie had been playing at the Fast Lane and Jon reached over and put 
his arm around his new right-hand man. He remembered that electric feeling that ran down his fingers all the 
way to his toes that made him question everything he'd ever known about his sexuality, his music, and 


ultimately, his life. 


Richie was the first to break the silence though. "What was that line again? Hitched a ride with forgiveness? 
Lets give that a shot. | say we keep *all* the guitarists - even Phil, and Lord knows, Jon's need a rhythm 
guitarist for 30 years, Shanks. Let's bring in Billy Falcon, Desmond, Big and Rich - anyone and everything we can 
to make us great again. | can focus on revamping vocals Jon can't reliably hit anymore while Phil focuses on 


*new* guitar solos. | want to play my old ones. And the new ones we create." 

Jon just nodded, and looked at the faces at the table - who all seemed to be in agreement. 

"I have an idea Let's take our families away from now till January. Let's go to France. Together. Mend all the 
broken fences. Forgive everyone. I'll bring Lou. We will have an amazing winter holiday together and then we will 


get down to business. | have one condition though." 


Jon was doing way more give ad take than the band had expected, so everyone waited to see what his one 
condition would be. 


"I no longer want to hide my relationship with Richie." 

Tico, Dave, Shanks, all burst out laughing and Richie spit coffee onto the table. 

"What??ll?e" 

"Boss," Tico started, "that's one of the worst kept secrets on the planet. None of us will ever confirm it. You 
do what you (and Dorothea) want. None of us care if you make out on stage. For fuck's sake, I've spent the 


last 35 years of my life staring at your ass and even *l* have fucked it” 


Phil, Shanks, Richie all looked at Tico in shock. 


"Well, | have! And I'm gonna guess me ad Richie aren't the only two. But we don't need to compare notes. Let's 


go to France and work on forgiveness and new music." 


Nice Bound 
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As the band slowly filed out of the room, Jon and Richie knew they still had a lot to discuss. 


Like how Richie and Phil were going to work things out. How they were going to deal with the Orianthi situation. 


Finally, when it was just Jon and Richie left in the conference room, Richie broke the tense silence. 
"Jon, I'm leaving her." 

"Richie, you don't have to do that. | just don't know that | can be in the same space as her yet" 
"No... have you seen us together? Do | look happy? Do | look like | want to be there?" 

"No, not really. But | don't want this on me." 

‘Its not. But that leads me to a far bigger problem...” 

"Dorothea" 


"How are we going to manage a trip to France, with *all* of us? I'm gonna guess that she would rather hang 


upside down in a dark cave than travel with me." 


"Let me work that out - we just may have to be on our better behavior around her until we see how things 
go. She'll be reasonable. She knows | need you." 


"Like the poet needs the pain" Richie muttered. He hated that lyric. 


Richie and Jon spent the rest of the day and night in bed together. No real BDSM, no hurting one another, just 
enjoying being naked and close to one another and reconnecting and it was amazing. Jon was up and out of the 


hotel before Richie even woke up - by design. He had a lot of work to do. 
And Richie had a relationship to end. 


Jon couldn't get home fast enough. He wanted to tell Dorothea all of the wonderful things they had managed to 
work out, and the idea for an epic holiday. Richie had moved fast - it was on Twitter before he was home that 


RSO was no more. 
Everett and Shanks both accepted the offer to join the band full-time. Lorenza declined, which had been mostly 
expected. She liked to work on many different projects, and not tie herself down to one band. She would still 


work with Bon Jovi on request. 


Desmond and his family would join them in France. It had been years since he had spent any quality time with 


the band. And he did miss his friendship with Jon. 


Big Kenny, John Rich, and Billy Falcon were all on board. They were pretty much at the same point of their 
lives - they needed one more Slippery and then they could retire comfortably. 


Now, to get Dorothea on board, 

"You want me, our kids, and Richie to spend a month in the same house. Did something fall on your head?" 
Well, this was going about as well as expected 

"You and Richie want to get back together, completely’ 

Ta 


"And you want me to be under the same roof with the two of you in the middle of reuniting and fucking like 
bunnies at every chance? With Jake and Romeo? Who barely know Richie at alll" 


God, that was true. His two youngest children didn't know their "Uncle Richie" like the older two had. They'd 
missed all of that phase of their dad's life. 


"I've found an I8 bedroom villa in Nice. I've chartered a 141. | want to work with you to figure out what will 


make this trip work between you and Richie." 


Dorothea took a deep sigh. "I could stay home you know. | doubt you guys would miss me or the boys. And | 
don't know if Jesse and Steph are going to want to go." 


"When has our daughter turned down a trip to France?" 

“Alright, true enough. What about Yoko?" Now even Dorothea was calling her that. 

‘It's over. | hope he called her before it was on Twitter, but | wouldn't bank on it. But it sounds like things were 
never quite right with her." Jon sat down on the sofa in their private family room and took Dorothea's hand. 


"Tell me what you need for this to work out.” 


"I think you need to include Matt and Tony in this plan. They are key to restoring cohesion to this bunch, 


especially since it sounds like you're going to try to make things more of a democracy.""Easy enough." 

"No coming from his room into my bed. You don't have to sleep with me every night, but most nights. And if 
the two of you want to run off and fuck mid-day, that's fine - but find some sort of excuse to be away 
from the family." 


"Cigarette break - for him. He still smokes." 


"Meds. Don't get careless with them. You're going to have to tell Matt and Tony about the PreP. And you need 
a physical, too. Its that time of year." 


"Don't come to me smelling like him." 
"That part might be hard, with the cigarette smoke." 


"That's not what | meant, and you know it. | don't want to be alone with him where avoidable, and in any group 


setting - like dinners - you've got to keep him only mildly drunk not stumbling around." 
"| can do that." 


"Jon, why are you doing this, and why right now? We could do this after the Induction, when the weather is 
better and you and Richie might be on better footing.’ 


"That's exactly it. We wrote Slippery when we were still trying to figure ‘us' out, and now? We are back where 
we started like two horny teenage boys despite being almost 60! This is our last chance for another one of 
*those* albums." 

“Alright, cowboy. I'll take care of the arrangements for the villa. We're going to need a staff." 


Jon took a deep breath as Dot headed into her office to get to work. 


"And a few miracles," he muttered under his breath. 


Nice Bound 
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The plane was shockingly full a ‘private’ trip. Most of the band hadn't spoke much in preparation for the trip 
and no one had talked to Richie. It was as if they were .. testing him.. to make sure that he'd show up. 


On board were: 

- Jon, Dorothea, Steph, Jess, Jake and Romeo 
- Matt and Desiree, and their kids 

- Tony and his wife 

- Richie and Ava 

- David, Lexi, Gabby, Colton and Tiger Lily 

- Tico, Maria and Hector 

- Desmond, Curt, Roman and Nyro 

- Everett 

- John and Colleen Shanks 

- Phil and Lindy, Xavier (little X) and Scarlett 
- Billy Falcon and his daughter Rose 

- Hugh and Kelly 

- Big Kenny and Christieve, and their 4 boys 
- John Rich, Joan and Cash and Colt 

- David Brunnetti, the best vocal coach they could get out of NYC on short notice 
- Randy Craft, a vocal coach out of Nashville 


Jon looked around at his extended family and thought wow, it's grown to really be something. This seemed 
surreal. And while there were twenty-some rows between Dorothea and Richie on this flight, he was amazed 
that he could even get them this close to one another. As they prepared for takeoff, he gave the flight 


attendants only one rule: don't play any Bon Jovi music. 


He said a little prayer. This was a 1 hour flight in December weather and there was potential for fist fights 
and screaming matches on this plane. And he didn't want anyone to have to deal with that. He may have been 


the eternal optimist - but he really just wanted everyone to get along. 


He sat down beside Dorothea up at the front of the plane, and could hear Ava and Steph chattering away. That 
was a great sound. He'd missed the girls being able to be the friends they once had been, even with their age 


difference. 


Richie and Ava sat with Stephanie, and there's no way anyone was going to start drama around one of Jon's 


kids. Jon knew they were only a few rows behind him, given how far away they'd spent the last 5 years, but 
this was different. He hadn't seen him since that first week, and the distance felt like miles. He wanted to turn 
around and look at him, curl up in the seat next to him, smell him.. taste him, if there wasn't an almost full 


plane. He hoped like hell that Dorothea couldn't feel what he was. But she'd been with him 29 years and 


counting at this point, and she knew. 

"Jon, you don't have to sit with me." 

"Yes, | do, for a thousand reasons. You have to know that." 

| do.. but | also get it. If you need to be with him right now, then go." 


She nodded and took his hand as he sat down beside her. They'd been together off and on for 38 years now, 
and he still loved to hold hands. He'd put her through hell and back, and he still loved her like she walked on 
water. She loved that glimmer in his eyes, and dammit, she could forgive just about anything with it. 


The thing was - Richie had been a part of the package since the beginning. She wasn't "forgiving" Jon for 
anything - this was a part of who he was, since long before they had married. She'd made a choice and she 


was still thrilled, every day, with the choices she'd made. 


After all these years, Jon still hated customs. He wanted to just hand over everyone passports and let them 


sort it out, and no one but the United States would let him do that. 


They boarded two private buses for about 45 minutes to get to the villa outside of Nice. Situated on 200 
acres, they were guaranteed privacy. There was a pub onsite, a theater, and a gymnasium. It also had a dark 


man cave like basement they would eventually use for songwriting. The villa even had an indoor pool. 


On the plane, Dorothea had sorted through which kids would room with which. She put Steph and Ava in the 


same room, and hoped she wouldn't regret it later. 


And at the same time, she put herself and David on one end of the upstairs, and Jon and Richie in the master 
suite downstairs. Technically Jon was in her room, but she knew where he'd wind up. She had somehow 
accepted this over the last week or so, to the point that she could do this trip. She wasn't sure sometimes 


how she found the inner strength, but she did. 
And she was reassured when they were mapping out who was staying where that Jon followed her into their 
suite. Even she knew though that once the boys started to write, they wouldn't come above ground for days 


at a time. 


Or so she hoped. She said a quiet prayer, too. "Let them find another Slippery among them." 


Turn the Page 


Author's Notes: 
Sex, no BDSM. 


As independent as the kids of rock stars tend to be, the kids all knew what to do when they got into their 
rooms in the giant house. They freshened up, put on their pajamas, and eventually headed to the theater 
where they'd watch a movie until the little ones began to doze off. All of the adults, including the kids over 18, 
headed to the pub. 


Jon was the first to get there, with Dorothea. Richie was one of the last. Ava didn't join him. Jon walked over 
and took him by the hand, in a rare expression of affection in front of others. He looked over at Jesse and 


Stephanie, who just looked at each other then their dad. 


Jesse spoke first. "Dad, let's skip the pomp and circumstance. We've always known We don't know anything else. 
And we don't care, as long as you are happy again" The gathering crowd in the pub that wasn't dissimilar to 


Jon's own at home, cheered. Nothing else needed to be said. 


Jon stepped behind the bar and opened a bottle of 4 Roses bourbon and poured himself a glass, neat. "It's been 
a long time since I've been able to play bartender for everyone - what's your drink of choice?" The glimmer 
was back in his bright blue eyes. They hadn't looked so bright and so happy in years. The effect made him look 
instantly younger. 


Richie walked over to the jukebox and queued up “Turn the Page" by Bob Seger. The song hat Jon made him 
listen to over and over again while they wrote Wanted. Instantly the pub became a giant singalong as the liquor 
began to pour. 

But it was late, it had been a long day and a long flight so soon, everyone began to trickle out of the pub, 
including Dorothea. She came over and kissed Jon goodnight while he was mid- conversation with Richie, 
something she would never thought to have done before. "Ill see you in the morning, cowboy.” 

Richie watched her walk away and smiled. "She's still crazy about you." 

‘Ive been really lucky.” 

"You have. | never thought we would get back here." They drank quietly until they were the last two in the 
bar. Even after all this time, they could still reach each other's minds. Richie drank the last of his bourbon and 
pointed to the bar. 


"Cowboy, | want your ass bent over against that bar." 


"Yes, Sir," Jon said quietly. He hoped Richie knew that he was not up for a beating tonight. But Richie knew. 
Richie also came prepared, with a condom and lube sample. Jon reached for his belt buckle and Richie put his 


hand on his. 


"No. I've been waiting to touch you all day." He unbuckled Jon's belt slowly, causing Jon to suck in his breath - 


maybe he wanted a beating after all. But Richie left the belt in place and began to unbutton his jeans. 


"Damn it, Jonny, someday you're going to realize old men don't wear button fly jeans, and most people haven't 
worn them since the early 40s!" 


The longer it took though, the more ready Jon was and the harder Richie was, so Jon wasn't about to change 
now. Richie slipped his hand down inside Jon's jeans and cupped his ass cheek. He leaned forward and growled in 


Jon's ear "I have been waiting to grab that ass since we got on the plane." 


Jon turned and kissed him, gently at first, then devouring him. Richie shoved his jeans down around his knees 
and turned Jon back around to face the bar. He unzipped his jeans and lowered them only far enough to free 


his raging hard-on. 


Keeping one hand on Jon's ass, Richie tore open the condom with his teeth. "How badly do you want me to use 


lube, boy?" 
Jon put his head down, grabbed hold of the bar sink and quietly said "Please, Sir, fuck me without it” 


Richie rolled the condom onto his cock, reached around Jon and wrapped his arm around him and entered him 
quickly. God, he was so tight. Jon winced, but not as much as Richie had expected, but then again, they were 
no strangers to fucking without lubricant - or whatever lubricant was around. Sometimes That had included 
things like toothpaste, which they both had learned was a very bad idea and never did that again. Well, except 
that one time with Jon really wanted it to hurt. 


Richie had amazing stamina for a 58 year old man, and he once he came inside Jon, he quickly jerked Jon off. In 


no time, they were pants up and having another drink at the bar, like old times. 


After they finished another drink, they headed back to Richie's suite where Jon showered, and then headed to 
the room he was sharing with Dorothea. She would clearly know because he was freshly showered, but she 


preferred that to the alternative. 


Richie's heart sank a little as he watched Jon walk down the long hallway back to his wife. It had always been 
hard for Richie when they weren't on the road, but this.. this was brutal. 


He sat down on his bed, alone, and picked up his guitar. Maybe his healing broken heart could get them another 
Slippery. 


Morning in the pub 
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Dorothea was sound asleep by the time Jon made it back to their suite. He curled up against her and nuzzled 
into her hair. He never put any sort of suggestion or preference as to what she wore, but he had always 
preferred that she keep her hair longer than his - something that had been so very easy to do in recent 


years. 


It had been such a long day and night, Dorothea was just happy that Jon was in her bed tonight, even if she 


knew he'd come directly from Richie's room. 

Downstairs in his own suite, Richie started working through a song Jon did for a movie, Stand Up Guys, around 
the time they split. "Not Running Anymore" was a great title. And the lyrics weren't bad. They certainly 
weren't award-winning but they were OK. Just not a rock song. But the melody - the guitar playing - all 
sounded like every other ballad Jon had had vetoed by the band over the years. 


This is what Richie was good at: taking a song that was OK before and really turning it into a record- 


shattering rock anthem. 


The first lyric that came into Richie's head wasn't about running - or even standing still - it was about 


running into the fire. 
Running Into the Fire. No, that didn't sound quite right. 
Into the Fire. Better. Not perfect, but getting there. 


He texted Jon and told him to run down to the pub and bring AP with him. And pen, and paper. 


Jon groaned as he was just starting to fall asleep, but he grabbed his stuff and threw on comfortable clothes 
and headed to the pub. 


Richie greeted him with just one word: 


Jon was thankful for the coffee pot in the bar. His definition of ‘morning’ was noon. He made the first pot while 


Richie turned on "Fire in Your Body" - a fun song by a band that never went anywhere because of bad timing 


with the grunge movement. 
By his second cup, Richie had turned on Bruce's "I'm on Fire." 


Then it was "Ring of Fire" and "Light my Fire" while Jon was still nursing his coffee, and when "Fire and Rain’ 


came on, Jon walked over and smacked the jukebox to shut it up. 


"Ok, ok. | got it, you're on a fire kick" Richie picked up his guitar and started to play "We Didn't Start the Fire.” 
Jon glared at him. 


"Did you sleep? At all?" 


"Not a wink." Jon had mixed feelings about this because when Richie would get manic and not sleep, he could 


some amazing songwriting. Or, he could get into the drugs a little too hard. 


Jon poured his second cup and sat down to look at the lyrics Richie had already scribbled down. Historically, 
Richie had put the melodies to Jon's words, not the other way around. Lyrics were actually one thing Jon and 
Richie could really get into heated arguments over the years. But everything felt differently this time. Now, 
Richie wanted to more of a 50-50 partner in their songs. And while that wouldn't ever truly be 50-50, for 
the first time in 35 years, Jon felt like.. maybe, just maybe, they could get close. What Richie was writing 
down was good, and most importantly - had gotten them started immediately. Something Jon wasn't even sure 


would happen on this trip. 


Jon scribbled a few things down, but he wasn't quite ready to pick up his guitar yet. He actually had a touch 
of a bourbon hangover this morning. He sat down on a bar stool and Richie sat his guitar down and walked 
over to him. Jon was still wearing the sweat pants that he'd slept in and Richie was on a mission. He reached 


inside Jon's pants and said "Here, let me motivate you.” 


Jon was never one to turn down a morning orgasm, but he did not want to come in his pants. Ever so gently 
he pushed Richie down onto his knees. Richie groaned as he took Jon's semi-erect cock in his mouth. Jon tried 
to be quiet, and gentle - but he didn't want to be. He wanted to pound the back of Richie's throat and he wove 
his fingers in Richie's hair and grabbed hard. He leaned over and whispered into Richie's ear. "Show me how 


much you want to taste me." 
Jon came hard in Richie's mouth even though he had really wanted to come all over his face. Afterwards, he 


readjusted his sweat pants and walked over to the bar for another cup of coffee. This time he poured one for 


Richie too. 
"Let's wake up Desmond, Billy and Johnny." 


Richie tried to pretend that he was OK with the huge group of writers together... but he wasn't. He wanted to 


work with Jon solo first. And as part of this new arrangement, and moving forward with both Jon and the 


band - Richie had to find his words to say just that. 


"Can we let them sleep for awhile? | would really just like to get started, back in the swing of things, with just 
you to start out" 


Jon smiled from ear to ear. He looked like might burst. He was so happy - almost bordering on proud. "Yes, 


absolutely. Thank you for saying something. | like to jump from point A to point Q a little too quickly.” 


"You could say that! But we are going to need to bring in the vocal coaches as soon as we have something we 
like, too. And well, this is day |. Let's give the others a break and some time to process all that is going on" 


Jon knew he was right. Years of smoking and screaming had taken a toll on his voice, and he dreaded that part. 
They were going to want him to rewrite everything into a baritone part and he had been fighting since high 
school to be a tenor. It was time to accept it. 


"When did you get so smart?" Jon grinned coyly at Richie. 


Ive spent a lot of time alone in the last 5 years." 


Into the Fire 
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Within a couple of hours, Jon and Richie had written a song they called "Into the Fire" Whereas before they 
had talked about bringing down the other writers, this time Richie suggested they bring all the band members 


and writers both down. 


This was key to Richie, X, and Shanks. They had to come up with a method and way to write in 3 guitar parts 
in every song. Not a difficult task per se - some bands have had 3 guitarists all along. But this was new to the 


boys, and it was more people forJon to direct on stage. 


Jon had everyone gathered at the bar and began talking. "We were not trying to exclude everyone this 
morning, we just didn't seep and wanted to get started. And we really needed to check and make sure that we 
could in fact, still write together. We can." 


But Tico and X both didn't like the new song. 


"Too much of a ballad, again, Jonny,” was Tico's response - which to be fair, was his response on a lot of 


songs. 


"Guitar parts are too weak. You want a rock song, right?" was X's comments. Richie cringed a little bit, but he 


knew X was right. 


Desmond looked up at the "boys" - what he had always called Richie and Jon - and said, "We have work to do. 
It's a good start. Order us some food and lets get started." 


Desmond had never worked with Big Kenny and John Rich before. At the moment, he was feeling like there 
were way too many Johns in this bunch, as he was really a John, too. And someone named John Rich in this 


crowd was just amusing, he thought. 


Jon and Richie sat down with their guitars, and TT had a drum kit brought in. They'd apparently decided that 
this little pub was going to be their writing studio for the trip. 


Jon was pretty quiet during it all, taking everything in. He wasn't even sensitive about the critiques of what 
they had already written. He really had more of a "team" sense of writing and producing than he ever had 
before. He had thoughts of writing Lost Highway though, and that had been a lot of fun with Kenny and Rich. 
He could do this. 


Lunch came and they kept throwing lyrics back and forth, and tweaking what they had already written, even 


while eating. 


Around 3pm, they opted to take a break Richie hadn't slept yet and they had been at it for awhile. They left 


their instruments and tablets where they were and headed back to their own suites. 

Except Jon. Jon headed to Richie's suite. 

In the suite, Richie opened a bottle of Jack Daniels, and took a swig before pouring some into a glass. That 
motion spooked Jon a little, and reminded him just what a tenuous relationship Richie had with the bottle. He 
walked up behind Richie, and wrapped his arms around his waist. 

"Rich... let me make you feel good and put you to sleep. Tell me what you want." 

"Jonny, you know | want you. Without a doubt. But having all of these guys participate, and watch us - it feels 
like they are babysitting me, or at worse, behaving like bosses. It's hard. It hurts. | didn't think it would be this 
hard. | expected to just come back and have it be like old times." 

"Rich - | get it. | do. But lim trying to come up with a plan that works for everyone, that gives us the bet 
chance for succeeding. And everyone keeps saying we ‘need another Slippery’ - | don't want another Slippery. i 
want a new, fantastic album that will sell in today's digital world. Each and every song has to be a hit - and 
with this crowd.. we have a chance. 

"But its more than that. The way I've structured this trip - where we are together almost 24/1, very similar 
to how we will be on tour - is critical. If we can't all play nice in this situation, think of how bad it will be on 
the road when we are tired, perpetually cranky, injured, sore, and stressed? This is the perfect situation to 
work out our issues and live together for awhile before we get to the point of touring again" 


Richie looked at Jon "You're a fucking genius, you know that?" 


"ve been told that a time or two," Jon laughed. "There are going to be parts of this week that suck. But we 
will get through it. We just have to talk. And | really don't want to have to call in Lou, but | will." 


Richie reached for Jon and kissed him. 
"As long as | have this again, | can get through anything.” 
"So tell me, what do you want before you take a nap." 


"I want to fuck you senseless,” Richie said without a moment of hesitation. He walked over to his suitcase and 


picked up an old, worn leather belt. "And as | recall, you write best when you can barely sit down" 


Keeping his Word 
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Jon stripped slowly, knowing that the whipping he was about to get would be harsh. Any time that Richie said 
something about making it hard to sit down, he meant it - and he delivered. Jon had spent many songwriting 
sessions pacing or just standing with Richie, with a bruised and battered bottom. He should have been nervous, 


but instead was anxiously looking forward to it. 


Richie made sure to lock the door - this house was just too full of other people, some who might just walk on 
in. This was a position they'd never really found themselves in - they certainly didn't care at hotels if someone 
walked in. Or even if it was just Lemma or TT. This situation was new. It was if they were afraid of coming out 


- except they'd done that now to *everyone® - including some of the wives who hadn't known. 


Richie held the soft piece of leather in his hands and rubbed it between his fingers. It felt good between his 
fingers, and he knew it would feel wonderful on Jon's bare skin. Soft leather was Jon's favorite. He stood there 
looking at Jon's bare body, freshly shaved everywhere, and he melted. "Turn around, before | skip to just 
fucking you senseless." 


Jon turned around and paused before bending over. He wasn't sure if Richie would want his back. Richie knew 
what he was silently asking and reminded Jon this was about making sure he couldn't sit down. Jon winced and 


bent over. 


Richie began to strike Jon, slowly and gently at first but building in tempo. He stopped briefly and turned on 
the radio in the room to disquise the sound some. He was a little paranoid about the sound of the belt striking 
Jon's bare ass, but he quickly resumed. 


Jon's pain tolerance wasn't what it was 5 years ago, but neither was Richie's. It could have been a combination 
of time, aging, and just simple neglect. He knew that Jon wouldn't bottom to just anyone, even after Richie's 

disappearance. Though if he'd been bottoming to Tico, he would definitely had an increased pain tolerance. Richie 
knew he'd never get the full story of everything Jon had done in his absence - and he knew he didn't deserve 


to even ask after the way the way he had broken Jon's hard. 


Jon's bottom was bright pink and starting to bruise. A couple of spots were already purple where Rich had 
wrapped with the belt. 


Richie stopped and put his hand on Jon's hot ass. "Jonny, | told you | wanted to make it hard for you to sit 


down" 


"Yes, sir, you did," Jon said with dread in his voice. "Please, sir.” 
Richie wrapped one end of the belt around his hand, leaving a single strip of leather to strike with, which made 
each blow sting more. And he hit *hard* - Jon was having trouble standing still, but after each blow assumed 


the position again without being told. 


Richie paused. He set the belt down on the bed, and that made Jon very nervous. Richie walked over to his 


suitcase and took out a paddle. "Fuck!" was Jon's immediate response. 
"Excuse me, boy?" 
"Ummm... uh... please paddle me, sir. I'm sorry, sir. I'll be a good boy." 


Richie picked up the paddle and reminded Jon that he didn't need a warmup now, and struck hard. Jon jumped 
and muttered "fucking paddle" under his breath. 


"Do you think you can be a good boy, or are you going to keep that up? I'm not going to paddle you without 


tying you down if you can't cooperate." 
"It might take me awhile, sir. Please be patient with me. I'll get there.” 


And he did. It took about IO more swats, but finally, Jon was able to relax and take them standing still. And 
Richie lived up to his promise, Jon would not be sitting easily later. And he had a suspicion that Richie would be 


wearing his ass out on an almost daily basis on this trip. 


Jon broke out into tears eventually, and Richie kept going. When he paused, he grabbed the lube and rubber 
gloves. Jon was a little puzzled. 


Richie put a glove on, an XL - he had big hands - and a giant glob of lube in his hand. For what he was about 


to do, there was no such thing as too much lube. 
He slipped in one finger with ease, then a second. Then a third. 


The 4th finger is always tricky with fisting, you have the big knuckle on the hand to work in, and Richie began 
to slowly move the 3 fingers he had in back and forth, gently fucking Jon. Then, the fourth finger slipped in 
without any discomfort. Richie added more lube to the palm of his hand to redistribute it all over his hand. 


Now, Jon had figured out what Richie was trying to do - and he clenched down a little bit, nervous. Richie put 
his hand on Jon's lower back and gently kept fucking Jon with his fingers. "Relax, cowboy. | love you, and I'm not 
going to hurt you." 


And with that, Richie slipped his thumb inside Jon. Richie kept slowly fucking Jon and leaning over to bite him 
on occasion and then slipped his hand in past the knuckle. Before he began to really fist fuck Jon, he let his 


hand just stay there for a moment and get used to the size of having a hand inside of him. They had never 
tried this sober before, and had never tried it successfully. 


Richie could feel Jon relax and unclench his hand. Then, he began to fuck Jon like he never had before. Jon was 
half-moaning, half-protesting and he came hard and fast from the direct hits to his prostate. Richie kept 
going, to see if he could get Jon to a second orgasm, and he did. 


Slowly withdrawing his hand, which aways hurts more than going in, Richie talked to Jon quietly. "I'm not even 
going to let you clean up first," he muttered. "I want you down on your knees immediately, and | am going to 


fuck your throat, too." 


Used 


Author's Notes: 
Sex. 


Jon both loved and hated deep throating. He had a shallow gag reflex, which was one of many reasons he flat 
out refused to go near a talk box. That, and he valued his teeth/smile too much. But he would happily let 
Richie use him this way - that feeling of being used in a way he didn't enjoy really got to his head, in all the 
right ways. He'd missed this. No one could push his buttons like Richie could. 


Afterwards, Jon and Richie lay curled up together on the bed. Jon rolled over, kiss Rich and said, "| need to go 
get cleaned up for dinner. | think they are planning a big Italian feast." 


"Do you want to clean up here?" 
"No, I'll go to my room." 


Jon hadn't expected Dorothea to be in their suite. He'd expected that she would be off doing something with 
the kids, or maybe even one of her sister-in-laws. She enjoyed both Matt and Tony's wives. Instead, she was 
napping. He thought he could be slick and get to the shower before she woke up - but there was no chance of 
that. 


"Cowboy, you are not nearly as stealthy as you think you are." 
Jon walked over to the bed, and leaned down and kissed her. "How beat up are you?" 


"Not as bad as Lubbock, at least on the outside" They both chuckled, thinking how they had named beatings 
based on the cities they took place in. But it also helped both of them keep those scenes in context. Looking 
back, they both knew exactly what was going on in Lubbock. 


| know you're up here to shower and possibly nap... let's see. Sing to me and do a strip tease." Dorothea burst 
out laughing. She almost didn't make it through the statement before she started laughing. Jon took of his 
shirt and threw it at her. "Well, your back isn't marked, that's a good sign You must have behaved" Jon threw 
his socks at her next. 


But when he took off his jeans, Dorothea whistled. "You were going for the Jon can't sit while writing look?" 


“Something like that" Dorothea nodded. It sounded so silly when they said it aloud, but Jon did think better 
when he wasn't strapped to a chair in a studio. His ADD made him a better writer when he was up and moving 


around. And it appeared all of the important people in his life knew that, except for his kids, which was 


appropriate. 


He stood at the end of the bed and shook his ass at Dorothea playfully then ran for the shower. The hot 
water felt so good on his battered ass, he could have stayed in there for an hour. But he had things to do. His 


ass was indeed so sore, inside and out. 


As he was towel drying his hair and heading into the bedroom to grab some clothing, he noticed how Dorothea 
had changed positions - sitting up against the headboard. She patted her lap. 


"Ma'am... please..." 
"Oh no, | want to enjoy a sore, wet bottom." 


Jon crawled over her lap gently. It always hurt so much more on a wet bottom or a bottom fresh out of the 
shower. And she almost never took the time to enjoy someone else's handiwork And it had been forever since 


she'd had the pleasure of enjoying Richie's handiwork to this degree. 


The first few swats were so gently, so loving. They still hurt, but not intensely. Jon actually found himself 
enjoying them. With a gentle push, she guided Jon's head between her legs and lifted her dress. He was 
pleasantly surprised to find that she had shed her panties at some point. She slid down the bed to be able to 
lay back and really enjoy what he was about to do. 


She ran her fingers though his thinning grey hair, and grabbed hold. She didn’t plan on letting him breathe until 


she came. 


This trip certainly wasn't taking the route that Jon had intended, and definitely not the route that Jon had 
feared.. but so far, Jon was getting what he wanted, what he needed. 


And he was enjoying being used. 


Forgotten Lyrics 


Author's Notes: 
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Dinner was a blast. Everyone had ventured back from their daytime activities to enjoy a huge Italian feast in 
the formal dining room. It looked palatial, but when you put a bunch of Jersey boys together with pasta and 


alcohol, there will be mayhem. 


Almost everyone was guilty of throwing dinner rolls at each other, napkins, spoons. It was the most fun Jon 
had had in months, and everyone was together. It wasn't awkward. No one was watching how much Richie was 
drinking, or caring what kid was sitting next to who - it was just like a dinner at Jon's mom and dad's house 
when the band first got together. The exact feeling that he wanted by making this trip happen. Jon hardly sat 
down at dinner, too busy to being social and making sure everyone's glass was full to conveniently avoid sitting 


down. 


After dinner, all the men headed to the pub. Jesse had made movement like he might join them, and Jon shook 
his head. He needed Jesse to stay up with the family. Jon was really sore, and he couldn't sit without it being 
noticeably uncomfortable. 


The pub atmosphere was perfect to get everyone together in a room where they could really interact. Liquor 
certainly helped. Jon stood behind the bar watching his friends and family truly enjoy each other's company, 


without any tension 


What made him the happiest of all was seeing Johnny Shanks, Phil, and Richie sitting together in a booth with 
Shanks and Richie both picking at their acoustic guitars. It couldn't be this simple, could it? After all this time? 
Of course, Shanks and Phil had no reason to be angry with Richie. 


That was reserved for his beloved Lemma and Teek. And while they weren't giving Richie death stares yet, 
they were still slowly.. very slowly.. making their way over to the booth where the three guitarists sat. 


At the bar, Desmond sat with Billy and did a few shots of whiskey. "It's been a moment, hasn't it?" Desmond 
started. 


"It has. Do you think we can do it again?" 


"Look around us. We have more songwriting talent in this room than exists anywhere else. We can do anything: 


Jon started throwing pads of paper around, pens, and laughing while he poured drinks. 


Matt and Tony took the supplies around to others in the room, and even looked chatty while they stood and 
talked to Richie, Shanks and X. Jon breathed a sigh of relief. Second only to Dorothea, Jon was worried about 
getting Matt to accept Richie again. But Matt was going to follow Jon's lead on this one. He had to. But if Richie 
broke him again... Matt couldn't even finish that statement. He could't, because whatever he said was surely 
not going to be legal. Matt and Tony knew, but they didn't know. They knew that Jon and Richie were lovers. 
They didn't know anything else, at least not as far as Jon knew. 


Jon stood behind the bar in front of Desmond, doing his best not to flirt but failing. It was always so easy to 
flirt with Desmond, and he seldom reciprocated (especially with his husband nearby), but tonight he was a little 
drunk and really happy at the gathering of minds Jon had put together. 


"Jonny sore?" Desmond looked at Jon and asked him point blank. Jon nodded, hoping Matt was out of earshot, 


but he wasn't. Dammit. But Matt was the best in the family at compartmentalizing all the shit he had to deal 
with being the kid brother in this family. He grabbed his drink and took himself out of earshot: 


"Is your relationship open now?" Jon asked.. not thinking that was even an option, even if it hadn't been one of 
Richie's stipulations. 


"Sort of. You are the exception to pretty much every rule." 


Jon laughed. "I think | fall into that category with half of the women born since 1960. But | agreed ..." he let his 


gaze carry over to where Richie was sitting. "At least for now. We are far from being on solid ground 


Desmond looked down and scribbled "solid ground" on his pad of paper. And then "open" He smiled at Jon, picked 


up his drink and headed over to where the guitarists were. 


Jon grabbed his own pad of paper and wrote down "forgotten" and "forgotten words" - because in his head, 


right now, "forgotten" described how he felt after Richie had left. 


Up All Night 
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Soon, the crowd began filtering out. Some headed to the indoor pool/hot tub, some headed to bed. But the 


writers - all of them - stayed behind. Even Lemma. 


Lemma had given up long ago on trying to participate in writing for albums with Richie and Jon, it was like 
being the unwelcome 3rd party to a threesome, and since he pretty much lived that feeling, he didn't need to 
write about it. But now, it was different. With Kenny, Rich, Richie, Jon, Shanks, X, Desmond, Billy - they had an 


entire crew! He could join this crew. 


And he did. He didn't ask. He wasn't going to pretend that he and Jon hadn't gotten closer over the last 5 
years, and that he *needed* to ask. Jon, and all of them, needed to approach this project without ego. And 
Lemma wasn't going to be a submissive partner in this new project. Never again. They'd been through too 


much to just let Richie back on his magical throne. 


Thankfully, Richie seemed to have a new resolve about him. He wasn't acting like he was Jon's equal, not at all. 
He was working with Shanks and X as if he was *their®* equals in the writing process - and to date, X hadn't 


written even a solo for the band. 


For whatever reason, Big Kenny and Rich could really keep things light-hearted and fun, and as the alcohol kept 
pouring, and Jon started to hum lyrics, they started to make real progress. The sun was up before anyone put 
down their pen and paper, and there were pages upon pages to start to sort through over the next couple of 


days. 


The whole crew headed backing the house and into the dining room for a huge buffet breakfast. They were the 
first ones in for breakfast - and Jon skipped coffee so that he could go to bed with Richie for a few hours 
afterwards. 


Soon enough, the kids and Dorothea and some of the other wives were trickling in and Jon was ready to fall 


over. He kissed her, and said "We had a great night. All the boys were up writing all night" 


"That's great!" Dot already knew that it had to have gone well or she would have heard from him hours ago, 
and he'd have been in one hell of a bad mood. "Go sleep. I'll see you at dinner." She motioned for Richie to come 


over. He leaned down and kissed her forehead just like he'd been doing for many years 


Jon and Richie didn't even pretend like they weren't heading off to the same room, and the same bed. And it 


seemed as if they were doing so with the blessing of everyone now. 


As soon he was in Richie's suite, Jon stripped down to just his jeans. It was December, and not at all warm, 
but that didn't matter. He knew what Richie liked.. and he'd stopped shaving/waxing a few weeks ago in 
preparation for this trip. Richie had always preferred the natural Jon.. even though it wasn't Jon's preference. 


Jon liked to be more clean-cut, clean-shaven. 


Richie was exhausted. He felt like he had been "on" all night, having to be on his best behavior. He wondered 
how long that would continue to be the case - he quietly accepted that it might take 5 or more years - as 
long as he had been gone. But Jon.. Jon seemed to be so much more forgiving. So ready to pick up just where 
they had left off. And while Richie was anxious to do so as well, he wasn't quite as blindly devoted as Jon 


seemed to be - and that worried him. 


Richie met Jon's open arms, and just took a deep breath. He just wanted to be in Jon's arms and not have any 


feeling of obligation. 


Thankfully, Jon was exhausted too. All he wanted was to be in bed, too. As soon as Richie started to strip, Jon 
took his jeans off, too. Richie whistled, when he looked at Jon's ass. It was really bruised, even for what they 
did. As Jon curled up in the bed on his side, Richie melted. He remembered why he was here, 6000 miles from 
home, holed up with people who wouldn't have walked across the street to see him even last year, and he 


softened. 


He wrapped his own naked body around Jon's, and fell asleep within minutes. 


Blindsided 
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After a long nap with Richie, Jon called for a meeting of the original 4. While yesterday/overnight had gone 
well, there was still tension that Jon could feel. He was always super-sersitive to tension in the band - unless 
that tension was aimed at him, at which point he usually told people to fuck off and deal with it, since he was 


the one in charge. 


Jon deliberately scheduled the meeting for an hour before dinner - to set a finite time they could be bitchy 


with one another. 


He walked into the pub alone, as Richie was standing out on the deck smoking. Jon desperately wanted to join 
him. It had been two years since he'd had a cigarette and oh how he missed them. 


Lemma was the first to talk. 
"I think the last couple of days have been really great. And the kids are having the time of their lives." 
"But?" 


"But | don't think we are getting through the core issues. | don't trust Richie, and | doubt Tico does. And Jon, 
after the hell he's put you through, do you???" 


"I have no choice. And really - do any of us? Our last album was good, but it wasn't great. This is our last 
chance." Richie walked in just as Jon finished that last statement. 


"Look." Richie started. "I know that none of you want to hear me out. Or even care what my side of things 


were. But here we are. And they matter now. So hear me out. 


"Jon and | hadn't been good since 2010. You guys know that. We quit writing when Jon got involved with Shanks 
on Have a Nice Day - eons ago. We tried hard on Lost Highway and made magic happen again. But when we 
tried on the Circle and Because We Can.. we all but gave up. And while we all would give our lives for Jon, he 
can't write a blockbuster all on his own - that's why l'm here, that's why Shanks, Billy, Kenny, Rich, Desmond 
are all here. Come on. We are at the end of our careers. I'll do the hourly/contract basis or whatever the hell 
you want just to make this happen. We have spent two thirds of our lives together - you want to give up 


now?" 


Tico spoke up first. "Do you think that we didn't give up when you left us the first time??" 


‘lm sorry. That's all | can say. You guys have to know what | went through thinking about leaving Jon. And we 
may as well put it all out there - you guys love Jonny.. I'm *#in* love with Jonny. It's a far different situation 


for me." 


Jon was surprisingly quiet during all of this. He didn’t really have anything useful that he could add to the 
situation.. not without pointing blame at himself. He was the perfectionist, he was the high maintenance boy, he 
was the diva that Richie just couldn't live with anymore. As far as he was concerned, it was his fault that the 
band had almost fallen apart five years ago. No amount of therapy or anti-depressants could change how he 
felt about that. This was all, ultimately, his fault. And the perfectionist nut job in him just couldn't admit that 
he was the reason that ALL of them were right there, right now, multi-millionaires. He just didn't see that 
side of things. 


Richie looked at the three of them and just sighed. "| don't care if we can't be friends, if we can't make 
miracles happen again - but why the hell can't we try? We didn't fly our families half way across the globe 
because we hate each other, did we?" 


Jon nodded. Richie was making sense. He might want to crawl across the floor and suck Rich off all night, but 
he knew that wasn't the group consensus - it never had been, even when times had been good. They were 


always their own thing, even when it hadn't been healthy for either of them. 


Let's break for dinner. Back here an hour after dinner." Jon said definitively. "And I'll bring in the other writers 
and the vocal coaches. | want to let the writers work with what we have already, and for Richie and | to work 


with the vocal coaches, since we have a lot of work to do there with the older songs." 


Everyone nodded. This wasn't a pain-free process at all, but it was at least working so far. No one had had a 
breakdown, a fit of anger, or thrown any punches (which was not out of the question with the guys over the 
years). 


Jon went back to his suite with Dorothea, and kicked off his shoes and then started stripping. He wanted to 
shower and shave before dinner. He was down to just his jeans when he walked into the bedroom of the suite 


and his world fell down around him. 


Dorothea was in bed, and not alone. 


Dorothea's Secret 
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Jon stood in the bedroom, in shock, as he watched Lexi sprint from the bed naked towards the master 
bathroom. It wasn't like Dorothea needed his permission, it wasn't like they hadn't had threesomes of every 
variety imaginable and then some.. but this. This was unexpected. 


Lexi darted out of the bathroom in a robe, and out of Jon and Dorothea's suite. Jon still stood in place, 
completely dumbfounded. 


"Come on, Jon. You knew." 

"Uh, no. I'm going to admit to being an absolutely clueless man here. | had no idea. Does Lemma know?" 

"Who do you think got us together in the first place?" 

Jon was thrilled that Dorothea had actually had someone on the side. That she was exploring her, as far as he 
knew, seldom acted upon bisexual side. But he just couldn't grasp how he hadn't seen it. Surely this was a new 


thing. 


"You can't possibly be jealous!" Dorothea was sitting up in bed, naked but only exposed from the waist up, 
trying to understand just what was going through her husband's head. 


"Oh, I'm not. Not at all. I'm thrilled Just wondering how I've been so oblivious." 

‘Seriously???? You're oblivious to most things that do not directly involve Jon or Jon and Richie!" 

"True enough..true enough. Man, honey.. lim sorry. You could have told me. I'd have been encouraging." 

"Too much so. And then we got to the point where it just didn't make sense to come out and tell people that 
don't already know. Like a lot of your relationships on the side.like.. Calista." Oh, Dorothea never talked to Jon 
about that woman, but she did not like her one bit. Or LeAnn Rimes, but she had never confirmed that he and 


LeAm did more than have a one night stand. 


Jon stood there, still in just his jeans, taking his head. Finally, he sat down on the end of the bed. "Besides 


Lemma, who knows?" 


"Your daughter, for one. Pretty much all the wives, including Desmond and Curt" 


"Ok, lay it on me. Here's the question | know I'm going to cringe when you answer, because | suspect | already 


know... how long?" 


"Lexi and Lemma got married in 2010. So, 2008° 2009? Before the wedding." Yep, that's about how long Jon had 
thought it would have been going on. He felt like a complete idiot. 


"You were the matron of honor at their wedding!" 


"We had one hell of a bachelorette party." Dorothea laughed, and reached for Jon. "You aren't mad at me, are 
you?" Astonishment seeped through her words. After everything (and everyone) he'd done over the years, she 
might snap if he did. 


"God no. I've just spent the last ten years with my head up my ass between not realizing how unhappy the 
band was, not just thinking about Richie, what was going on at home, what was going on with the kids... Am | 
really that self-absorbed???" 


"At times, Jon, absolutely. But the last 5 years have changed everything. And at that point, | wanted to just be 
able to continue on with Lexi without everyone making a big deal out of it - just like how you and Rich wanted 
come out around the Have a Nice Day tour, but eventually realized it didn't need to be shouted from the 


mountain tops somewhere in order for it to be a real relationship." 

Fair point, baby. Fair point. How are you always so much smarter at navigating these things than | am?" 
"Ive had a lot of practice over the years with you." 

"Do you love her?" 


"Of course! And she's my best female friend. | wouldn't trade that for anything." Jon did know they were close 
friends, he wasn't a completely oblivious idiot. "Jonny - we need to get ready for dinner with everyone. Want to 


hop in the shower with me?" 


Jon couldn't get out of his jeans fast enough and chased Dorothea around the bed a couple of times before 
grabbing her and kissing her. He could taste Lexi on her lips and for some reason, it turned him on wildly. He 
picked her up and carried her into the shower - where he could not get the water hot enough fast enough to 
before he held her with his legs wrapped around her his hips and fucked her hard in the shower. It didn't take 
long for him to come, but that didn't matter. They'd still be late to dinner. 


Bad Name 
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Immediately after dinner, Jon started penning a song he was for now calling "Shocked" He knew that title would 
change in time. He was hanging out at the pub, enjoying the silence for a bit. No one else was supposed to be 
down there for a couple of hours. He heard the familiar shuffle of Richie's feet, and looked up from the booth 
he was sitting at. 

"Hey cowboy. You OK? You were really quiet at dinner.” 

‘lm OK. Just been a weird few days already." 

‘Jonny, your life hasn't been normal since you were like what, 12? 13?" 


"Rich, Dorothea has a girlfriend. And has had the same one for a long time." 


"Yeah, Lexi. Dude, *1* remember when that started" Jon just sat there stupefied. *Richie* knew??? There 


was a long, tangible pause. "You can't seriously be upset or jealous.” 

I'm not. Or well, the rational part of me isn't. But holy shit, how did | miss this for so long???" 

"You know as well as | do, no man is going to step up in your absence. The only person who is capable of 
playing second fiddle to you is me, and maybe, on a good day, X. You knew when the time came, it would be a 
woman." 

"Sure. Absolutely. | just didn't expect it to be my best friend's wife." 

"Convenience, secrecy - she's already in the inner circle, and for God's sake, have you looked at Lexi??" 

"Oh, I've now seen *all* of Lexi.” 

"Then get over yourself, Jon. You're lucky Dorothea's picky or she'd have dated half the Jersey shore by now." 
"Very true." 

"We need to get the writers and coaches in here tonight if we are going to pull an all nighter again" Jon 


groaned a little. He was getting too old for consecutive all nighters. "Take it you didn't exactly get that nap, did 
you? Please tell me you didn't bang Lexi." 


Jon laughed. "Uh, | may be oblivious but I'm rarely THAT stupid." 
Jon looked at his phone and texted Matt to round up the crew. He was so close to the brother he didn't really 
grow up with. He was already a teenager by the time Matt was born, and he was never around. But now, he 


was the one person on earth he trusted as much or more than Dorothea 


"| think its time to let Bergman start snapping, too. Document the reunion," Jon said quietly. But he could 
*hear®* the expression on Richie's face. "What?? He's never done a thing to you." 


"Right. Just spent most of the Because We Can tour trying to get in your pants." 

"Whoa, dude, you weren't even here for most of that tour. And lord knows, DB is *straightll>*" 

"Oh." 

"And you think *1* am the jealous one?" 

"Sometimes. You could be. If | ever took on another full-time submissive..." Richie was not wrong. Jon would 
have been horrified if he had taken on a submissive boy on the road - and more than one guitar tech had 
offered. The position naturally wound itself to submissive personalities. 

One by one, the crew started funneling in. David was first. He motioned to the booth in the corner away from 
everyone else. Jon followed like a puppy. His shoulders were softer, he was more relaxed than he'd looked in 5 
years, and people were noticing. 

“Jonny...” 

‘Lemma, if you're going to tell me | can't have a threesome with your wife, I'm going to go get Richie's guitar 
strap and wear you out with it." Jon was pretty serious, even though he couldn't remember if he had *ever* 
struck Lemma. 

"Enough said, then. And ditto. | won't go there, either. | have a favor to ask you, though." 

"Yes?" 

"You know I'm as submissive as you, right?" 


"Give or take." 


"Lexi has decided she wants to learn to top. And | sorta mentioned she could learn on you, with Richie 


instructing.” 


"Because l'm a masochist. And if she hits wrong, it won't be the end of the world for me." 

"Yog" 

"Yes, IIl agree to it. As long as you cannot see it or hear it" 

"You do remember I've whipped you, right?" 

“This is different. | can do ti tonight." 

With that Jon walked over to his microphone and everyone got up. He had the coaches there, the writers, and 
Bergman as the photographer. Just like he would say on stage, Jon turned, looked at Tico and said "Take me to 


the C" 


And just like that, they played Bad Name from beginning to end, as if they had done so in front of 20,000 
people last night. Jon was in tears by the end of it. They can do this. 


Aside from the regular members of the band, all of the writers were there. And now, both Craft and 
Brunnetti had joined the bunch. Jon was still shocked at just how much his band had grown. 


Craft stood up. "Great song to start with, fellas. Its on my list of songs to bring down to where a baritone can 
sing them." Jon cringed, he hated being classified as a baritone - he'd always fought for tenor parts. Maybe it 
was a tiny hint of the femininity he wanted to hold onto, maybe it was just ego - but now, he'd come to grips 
with the fact that he might just be a baritone after all. 


Richie sang the next song, l'l Be There For You. A couple of wives had trickled in. Jon went up and stood across 


from Lemma while he was playing IBTFY, which he knew made Lemma nuts. 
"If Lexi wants Dorothea to coach her instead of Richie or in addition to Rich... l'm OK with it" 


"Great, go sit down cowboy, before we have lesson #1 now." 


Virtual Reality 
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Jon was happy to play stunt bottom/demo bottom so that Lexi could learn. He quietly wondered if he was 
doing this so that Lexi would also be topping Dorothea, and he wasn't quite sure how he felt about that. Not 
that he had any room to judge or even veto on this one, but it had been kind of a rough couple of days with 


all of the new revelations. 
He finally found a quiet moment to talk to Dot 

"Babe." 

"Jonny please don't tell me you've got an issue with this" 


"No, not at all. But if this is for Lexi and Lemma, Richie is a bad person to have as the demo top. You know 
how hard handed he is, and l'm still nursing some bruises. | think it would work out better if it was me, you, 
and Lexi - and just us. And I'll let Lexi do whatever she'd like - within Lemma’s rules. I'm not putting another 
friendship at risk" 


"What about Tico?" 


"Are you frickin out of your mind? Tico hits harder than any of us by at least threefold. I'd like to sit down at 
some point on this trip without pain" Dorothea grabbed Jon's hand and kissed his forehead. 


“Tomorrow, there is a group outing to go get Christmas decorations. It will be a much more successful trip if 


you don't go anyway, how about the 3 of us stay behind and have a little fun?" 


"That sounds perfect." Jon wanted to go look and see how bruised he was, discretely. But he was supposed to 
be meeting with Desmond and Shanks and both vocal coaches in about a half an hour, so he took off down the 


stairs and down the hallway and towards Richie's room. 


He and Rich had always had a no-knock policy before, but hadn't had the chance to renegotiate such a policy 
here. But Jon just assumed, since Richie was single and only traveling with his daughter that it would be okay. 
He ran full stop into Richie's room and smack into Desmond. 


And while they were fully dressed and not touching one another, Jon could feel the chemistry, the tension, the 


attraction 


"Oh for fuck's sakel You too??? And Richie, | swear to God if you tell me you've been banging Desmond since 
Slippery, I'm going to kick your ass like it's never been kicked before. After all the grief you've given me over 
the years about Desmond!!!" 


"Why do you think | was so jealous??" Richie couldn't really look Jon in the eye. 
"Yes, Jonny, we've been on again off again for 30 years." Desmond spoke up first. 


"Look, Jonny," Jon resorted to using Desmond's real name, "the reason we never went the ways of the other 
80s bands is because we learned after Diane that we really were not meant to share beds with each other's 


girls." 
"Technically, Cowboy, we didn't..." Richie tried to lighten the mood and it had exactly the opposite effect. 


"Desmond, go," was all Jon said as he unbuckled his belt. He was going to tan Richie's hide and good. Desmond 
paused like he might say something but Richie waved him off. He should have known better than to do 
something so stupid right down the hall from Jon and even more importantly, without telling him. Here they 
were trying to rebuild trust and get back to where they were and Richie knew he had fucked up big time. 


After Desmond left the room, Richie walked over and locked the door. 


"Jonny, I'm sorry. | didn't know how to tell you after all these years.. and well, after all the grief | gave you 
about Desmond. But | knew you were sleeping with him because *he* told me back then. You can't really 
pretend that you're a saint." 


‘lm not, Richie, and lord knows | won't pretend to be in this crowd. We won't even try to guess how many in 
this house I've already been with." He pulled his belt all the way out of the loops, and wrapped one end around 
his hand. "But you're not going to outright lie to me, cheat on me, or break my trust again. If you do, you go 


home." 

Richie began to accept his fate and began slowly unbuttoning his shirt. "Jon, | want your okay to continue with 
Desmond. We haven't done anything since Lost Highway. We were just talking about it” He dropped his shirt to 
the floor and sat down on the edge of the bed to take his boots off. 


"Of course l'm fine with it. | always would have been had you been honest with me. We have no reason to lie 


to each other!" Jon paused. "Does Curt know?" 
"About me? Yes." 
"About the other thing?" 


"No. | was trying to figure out a way to tell Desmond when you walked in" Richie stood up and unzipped his 
jeans, dropping them to the floor. Almost 60 and he was still wearing button fly jeans, too. And still looked 


strikingly beautiful without his clothes on. Jon was head over heels, again, or he wouldn't have even cared 
about Desmond. 


‘| love you, Richie. | never stopped" 
"Same here. | was just lost, and needed to be on my own" 


Jon pointed to the wall opposite the foot of the bed. Richie sighed, but obeyed. Jon walked over to him and 


grabbed him by the hair at the base of his neck. "I'm going to fuck you senseless when I'm done." 


26 in a room 
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Jon laid into Richie pretty hard - and it was only because he hadn't been telling him the truth, not out of 
jealousy. He repeated that over andn over again to Richie as he whipped him. The sex was quick and dirty out 
of necessity - they were already going to be late for Jon's meeting. 

Jon texted Matt. "Get everyone in the pub, except for the kids - not even the kids of age." 


Matt was surprised, but just said "sure, boss." 


Jon walked into the pub determined, with a look on his face that couldn't be mistaken - he was both shocked 


and annoyed. 

"We've had our share of differences over time, and I've always felt that's what made us stronger, and 
strengthened our bond. But | feel like I've been living in a bubble by myself for at least the last IO years. And 
that ends tonight. 

"One of the reaons we've done so well is because we didn't get as heavily into the drugs, sex, and booze to the 
degree we saw a lot of 80s and 10s bands do. Or so, Mr. Oblivious here thought. But Richie and other guys in 
the band have promised to be 100% honest and up front from here on out. This question isn't about what 
you're doing with who right now, but what you have done in the last IO years. Everyone please stand up." 

The room was a bit crowded, and no one had any idea what Jon was up to. There were 26 people in the room. 
"If you've never slept or fooled around with any one else in this room, sit down" 

Everett sat down. 


"If you've only slept with one person in this room, sit down" 


Brunnetti, Craft, Mrs. Shanks, Mrs. X, Hugh, Kelly, and Billy Falcon sat down. Now people were really starting to 


wonder - especially since Dorothea and both of Jon's brothers were still standing. 


"Two people." Desiree and Lemma sat down. Jon couldn't help but look at Lemma. Then it hit him - Tico. He and 


Tico were very close. He didn't ask in front of everyone, but oh how he wanted to. 


"Three people." Dorothea was the only one to sit down. And people were already guessing who her third was. I5 


people remained standing. That didn't surprise Jon as much as *who* the ones still standing were, and it 


included his brothers. 
"4" Tony and Matt both sat down, along with their wives sat down 


Jon just stood there shaking his head. “Seriously? This incestuous? Even my own brothers? No, you know what, 
| don't want to know. | really don't. | want us to be one cohesive group that isn't being driven by our dicks. Is 
that so much to ask?" 


"Jonny," Richie started. "You know better. You know that energy is what has fed us all these years. Stop acting 
like a brat just because some of us kept secrets from you, the most secretive one of us all. You really want 
to keep drilling down the list? Do you want to fess up in front of everyone ~- incuding your wife, your lovers, 


and your brothers, just how many people in this room *you* have slept with?" 


"You're right. Go back to work. | have a prior obligation for part of the evening." Dorothea looked over at Richie 
and motiooned for him to join them. Jon winced. He felt like a kid who had thrown a temper tantrum - which 
he had - and he had a feeling that Richie and Dorothea were going to call him out on it and that it was going 
to hurt. He felt like an idiot. 


5 minutes later, Jon was naked and watching Dorothea take Richie's belt off of him. It got to Jon, in all the 
right ways. He could probably sub to the two of them occasionally. Dorothea began to explain to Lexi that Jon 
hadn't earned a warm-up. That because of his temper tantrum she was going to whip him hard, first, and 
then let Richie have at him for real punishment. She explained to Lexi that Jon was a painslut, a masochist - 
and that this was the kind of scene he needed at times. Not like Lemma Lemma was just submissive. He 
wanted to please. He wanted to be, for all intents and purposes, a good boy. Sometimes, that was Jon, but 


frequently it was not. 


Jon couldn't remember a time when Dorothea hit so hard, so fast, with no warm-up. She called him a bad, 
jealous boy, who deserved to be punished severely. The belt hurt, but Jon knew that if Dot was using the belt, 


Richie planned to use something worse. 


But first, Dorothea let Lexi have a turn. Dorothea coached Lexi on how to hold the belt for a while, but then 
told her to just use her hands - after all, Lemma was not a masochist like Jon. The feel of Lexi's hands on 
Jon's bruising ass was very comforting, and Jon was starting to hope that she'd stick around. If for no other 


reason, he didn't think Richie would punish him for real with Lexi there. 


While Lexi was spanking Jon though, Richie grabbed one of his guitar straps. Lexi was too curious, she wanted 
to see this side of Jon as much or moreso than she wanted to learn to do these things. She wanted to see the 
mighty Jon surrender control. Even as things were starting to really hurt, Jon was starting to think there 


were too many people interested in seeing him get his ass kicked now and then. 


Richie told Jon to stand up, and assume the position. Richie looked over at Lexi. "He hates having his back 
struck. It's pure punishment for him. And it's a little triggering, too, even after all this time." 


"Triggering?" 
"Jon got his ass kicked quite a bit as a teenager. And it was usually the belt on his back." 


Jon took his place along the wall, and was mortified. He was hard, and listening to them talk about him was 
about as humiliating as he had ever had to endure, and yet nothing they had said was wrong. And they were 
actually not talking about the elephant in the room: Jon's ego did need to be put in check in order to work with 
the immense group he'd flown 4000 miles to make a last ditch effort at another Slippery. 


Sometimes Jon didn't even need their help to get lost in his own head. He was about to be 56 soon, and he 
couldn't pretend like he was a young man with eternity in front of him. He'd done so much, but he wasn't done. 
By the second blow with Richie's strap, Jon was in tears. Lexi and Dot quietly left the room to allow Richie to 
do what Jon really needed. 


Richie did not let up. He gave Jon a few dozen stripes on his back, and Jon was a mess. Tears turned to sobs, 
and soon, Jon collapsed against Richie. He hurt so much. He just wanted to be held But Richie had other ideas. 
While still holding Jon tightly, he unzipped his fly. Jon was still crying when Richie just held him tightly and said, 
"boy... 


Jon dropped to his knees and took Richie into his mouth. When he was close to orgasm, he threw Jon up 
against the wall. He grabbed a condom and entered him. Jon whimpered at first, but began to relax as Richie 
continued to fuck him. 


"Are you going to throw another tantrum like that?" Richie growled into his ear as he felt his orgasm coming. 


"No sir. No sir. No sir." Jon was almost pleading. But he also knew that was exactly what Richie wanted to hear 


as he came inside him. 


Roofies 
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Jon was tired and sore - and even worse, cranky. He opted to stay with Richie, figuring he was probably not 
done being beaten for the night. It was going to take a lot to get him out of this mood. He grabbed pajama 
pants, meds, and his toothbrush and walked downstairs to Richie's room. He had kissed Dorothea good night, and 


while she wasn't mad at him per we, she quietly hoped Richie knocked some sense back into him. 


Jon was taken aback when he entered the room and discovered Richie wasn't there, but Romeo was. This 


couldn't be good. 

"Hey bud, what's up? | thought you were out with your brothers tonight?" 

"| decided to skip that, figuring this was as good a time as any to have this conversation with you." 
"How did you know I'd be here? Mom?" 

"Dad, | know." 

"Oh." Jon had a sneaky suspicion he knew what was coming next. 

"How long have you known?" 

"About as long as I've known I'm gay." 


Jesus, Jon thought. He wouldn't have wished this life on his son. But then again, Jon was bi and non- 


monogamous. 


"Romeo, I'm glad you're telling me. I'll answer most any question you have. But l'm a hot mess where Richie is 


concerned, and | don't think I'm a good example for anyone on how to maintain relationships." 
"You're still with mom, and now Rich again. You should give yourself more credit” 
"Have you told her?" 


"A couple days ago. Dad, I'm not sure how to say this or even how | feel about it yet, but | think I'm 


genderqueer, too." 


| had actually suspected that part, Ro. Its become more obvious in the last year." 
"Are you ok with it all?" 

‘OF course | am. You're my child, period. | love you and support you no matter what." 
A few hugs, a few tears, and Romeo headed back upstairs to join everyone else. 


They, Romeo's new chosen pronoun, crossed paths with Richie as Richie came back into his suite. Richie held 


Jon, having a clue as to what just happened, and let him just collapse into his arms. 


"Rich, I'm trying to do all the right things and | just keep getting hit with all of this emotional stuff I'm not at 
all equipped to deal with." 


"Jonny, you're making all of these things into far more than they need to be." 
| need to get out of my head tonight: For real.” 


"I am NOT calling Matt, who seems to have grown 6 sizes since | left, to ask for drugs. No way. | still think 


he'd give anything for 5 minutes with me in a dark alley." 


Jon reached into his pockets. "I took care of that. He gave me a few options. He was glad to, if it means | never 


ask him about his sex life again They both laughed. 


"Jonny, | don't want to use. l'm doing pretty good with moderate alcohol use, | don't want to get into other 


stuff again. Pills broke me the last time." 

"I get that, | do. And | support it. But you're about the only person on the planet that | can get really high with 
and do whatever | want. And what | want is to get high enough to not know or care who | am, and be your 
punching bag and fuck toy for the night" 

‘Jonny, that's risky." 


"I know. Which is why Matt knows. Plus, | have narcan" 


"Jonny... even I've never had to use that stuff. And you know | won't use needles." And the fact that you're 


even carrying narcan - what are you thinking’? Have you lost your mind??" 


‘Ive learned more about shooting up. I'm just being careful, in case something were to happen," Jon said quietly. 
"But mostly | just want roofied out of my brain, and to wake up feeling like everyone has used me." 


Richie handed Jon two roofies and waited for him to chase them down with some Red Bull. Richie picked up his 


phone and texted Dorothea, letting her know, at least minimally, what was going on that night. Jon cringed when 


he heard his phone ding. But it was only her telling him to get what he needed, whatever that was, so they 
could get back to work tomorrow and stop with the distractions. Dorothea wanted Richie to check in every 


couple of hours until Jon came down - something Richie didn't feel the need to tell Jon. 


As the drugs started to kick in, Richie took his belt off and looped it around Jon's neck. Jon knelt on the floor 
in front of him, and Richie began to say all the things he had been trying to say for IO years, while Jon was 
still sober. 


"Jonny, you're an endorphin junkie. A hardcore one. | think you need some serious work with a therapist and 


possible a stronger psych medication” 
"Music is my therapy, Rich." 


"This is the last time l'm going to take you this high on this trip. | hate having 40 other people know my 
business, and | just don't think it's healthy. | have no idea how you've gone 5 years without bottoming and 
quitting smoking at the same time. | just have no idea how you could do it. But you amaze me every day of 
my life, Jon You always have. That's why | keep coming back to you. No one can take your place in my life. 
Ever. And by God, if | could, | might even consider marrying you. But thats not an option. So I'm here. But l'm 
not here just to give you whatever you want, whenever you want. I'm here to write music. To be "us" again - 
and not the "us" that were going to beat each other into an early grave. Hell, we got old. Our bodies aren't 


meant for this." 
"Richie, how did | ever deserve you? I'm an asshole. | cheat. | do all the things no one wants in a partner.” 


"Because you're still you. You're still one of the best human beings I've ever known. Now shut up and get out 


of your head!" 


Richie led Jon over to the bed and up on it. He didnt want to beat him, not really. But he did want to fuck him 
senseless. But they both knew that Richie would give Jon what he needed - tonight, and any night. 


The Plan Becomes Clear 
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Jon woke up bruised, sore, and in bed beside Dorothea. He quickly learned that after he and Richie had finished, 
Richie was exhausted and so he brought Jon to Dorothea so that he could sleep and not worry about Jon 
coming down. Dorothea was not at all judgmental, mostly because they had included her before Jon took the 
drugs. It helped. She could get used to this open communication 


He could smell the coffee brewing, thankful for a coffee maker in their room because he was most definitely 
not ready for the group at large for breakfast. He started to get up to pour a mug and Dot stopped him. He 
was undoubtedly hung over, and a roofie hangover takes awhile to shake. 


"Oh no you don't. Its my turn" 
"Fuck," Jon muttered under his breath, but still audibly. "Can't | have my first cup of coffee first?" 
"Oh | don't plan to hurt you. On your back." 


Before Dorothea could get to Jon, there was a knock on their door. Matt's knock Jon grabbed a robe and told 
him to come on in. Not that Matt hadn't seen him beaten before, or naked - hell, he saw his brother naked 
*all* the time. Matt held a phone in his hand. He just mouthed, "Alec," and handed it to Jon. 


The call from Alec wasn't unexpected - Jon had left him a message a few weeks ago, and was actually 
surprised that it took him this long to get back to him. The nomination/induction was public knowledge across 
the globe at this point. But this wasn't an emotionally charged call - Alec and Jon had made peace 20 years 
before, and it was all good. He would be joining them in Nice, right before Christmas. 


After he hung up, he looked at Matt and said.. "Fuck it. Call Doc. Get him here, too." 


That was enough to get a WIF look from Matt. "Can he even travel to France? Isn't he a convicted felon??? 
Are you going to pull favors for that??" 


Jon groaned. Ok, Doc had his faults. They all did. Lord knew he was nursing quite the hangover. He hadn't really 
tried to sit or lean against anything, but he had a sneaky suspicion that he wouldn't be able to without some 
degree of wincing. He could feel the stiffness and soreness that he knew followed a heavy beating. 


Suddenly Jon had an idea. All of the ideas. The path that he needed to take to make this work, and to do what 
he wanted to do most before he started to think about retiring from touring. 


The Songs 
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After a few days with everyone there, including Alec and Doc, it was Christmas Eve. They had 6 songs - 4 
they were going to release via Facebook Live and then on an EP (something Jon had sworn he would never do). 


Two were extremely political: Speaking Truth to Power, and Innocence Lost. 


The other two were drastically different. Into the Sea, which Jon wrote almost entirely by himself was all 
about Richie. How he nearly drowned after Richie's loss, with his emotions taking over. Jon had taken quotes 
from JFK for that song, and was rather proud of the song. 


The last two songs were telling. Too telling. Jon and Richie had holed up alone to write the lyrics, and X hadn't 
been thrilled he'd been left out of the guitar parts, but they brought him in before anything was finished, 
which was a fair compromise. Phil understood that relationship between a lead guitarist and front man. It was 
something he had longed to have since he was about 14, but had never found the right front man. And as 
much as he loved Jon and was thankful for what he had done to his career - Jon just wasn't that man for 


Phil. And they both knew it. 


And those relationships aren't about the sex - though Phil figured out 25 years ago Jon and Richie were an 
item - they are about chemistry. Friendship. That magical connection where you already know what the other 
person is thinking while you're writing together. And Phil was more towards the middle of the Kinsey scale than 
Richie would ever be. Richie loved Jon, and that love was so strong you could taste it when you were in a 
room trying to write with them. At times it almost felt like he was watching the two of them have sex. The 
last two songs out of the 6 were called He's Mine and Stolen 


Jon wasn't sure yet how much time they were going to be allowed to perform at the ceremony, so he wanted 


to keep his options open. Hallelujah was his back-up, if they let him add in one more song. 
For the most part, everyone was getting along in Nice. The only two who seemed to genuinely have issues were 
Tico and Lemma. There was still some bitterness lingering and Jon had no idea how to fix it. And Richie knew it. 


They weren't being subtle. 


"What is it going to take?" he finally asked them when they were sitting in the pub one night. "What do you 


want? You want to watch TT beat me senseless??" 


"Yes." 


Broken Promises 
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Christmas was as amazing as you'd expect. Strictly enforced no gifts, everyone celebrated the time spent 
together, and the peaceful reunions. Food, drink, and even drugs flowed like the old parties of the the 80s. 
Christmas Eve, even Dorothea got wasted and headed to bed with Lexi - so for once, Jon welcomed Richie into 
his master bedroom. He only half jokingly invited Lemma. 


Despite Tico and Lemma wanting to see Richie hurt (more), Jon vetoed the idea He told them that he would 
take care of it, if he thought it was still needed. And Jon did think that it was needed. But not over Christmas, 
and not until Dorothea and the kids had gone home. There was a soft knock at the door, and Jon perked up. It 


was Lemma, And he did want to watch. 
‘Lemma, l'm not going to hurt him tonight" 
"| know. | thought maybe... 

Richie looked even more nervous than Dave. 


‘Ive missed you, Rich. So much!" Lemma was getting over his shyness as he curled up on his side next to 
Richie. Jon felt the stiffness grow in his jeans, and he just wanted to lock the door and get busy. It was still a 
little early though, so he waited as long as he could before getting up and locking the door. 


Jon raised his sweater up and untucked his t-shirt. He unfastened his belt and looked at Lemma. "I had planned 
to whip Richie tonight, but now.." The terrified look on Lemma's face made Jon hard as a rock. Lemma was 
nervous. Beyond nervous, and Jon was going to use this to his advantage. Richie was going to help though - as 
he gently ran his fingers through Dave's curls, he realized he didn't mind the crunchiness of Dave's hair like 
he used to despise Jon's hair when it was like that. 


Jon decided to let nature take its course when Dave and Richie started really making out in earnest, he took a 
walk. Of all the sexual things he had seen and done over the years, he just wasn't a voyeur like some of the 


Jersey Syndicate were. 

Jon walked into the den where they'd all been watching football this entire trip. There was a game on - the 
Raiders vs the Eagles, and he wanted the Raiders to win. He flipped on the projector to turn the TV on, and 
settled down into a front row seat. After his first yell at the television, Desmond popped into the den 


Jon motioned for him to join him in the first row. And he did - but on his knees. Immediately he found Jon's 


zipper and freed his cock. 


"Desmond.. fuck.. Johnny." Jon was at a loss. He had forgotten that Desmond was the best cocksucker he'd 


ever known.. and he hadn't expected this. He was speechless. He came hard and flipped Desmond over and 


fucked him hard and fast. 


Soon, Desmond was on his way to meet up with Shanks and Jon was left in the den by himself. He was thankful 
that Desmond had locked the door - because Jesse would be looking for him to watch the rest of this game 
soon. But Jon couldn't focus on the game. All he could think of was that he had broken his promise to Richie. 


Too soon 
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Jon hadn't planned the encounter with Desmond. And he definitely never expected Desmond to initiate. It was 
stupid, really, with his sons likely to pop in there to watch the game with him. He sat with his head in his 
hands and just wanted to smack himself. He couldn't even remember if he had told Desmond the details of his 
arrangement with Richie, but he sat there thinking he was now on the downside of 56, and still thinking with 


his damned cock. 


But this was the life he'd chosen It had served him well, and he had found the perfect woman to stay with 
him through all of this. He was blessed with family who let him dictate every part of their lives, but stood 


beside him come hell or high water. 
He was still living the rockstar life, even if a bit more low-key. Every rocker wants 24/7 sex..right? 


By the 3rd quarter, Lemma had appeared. He snuck quietly into the seat beside Jon. Jon didn't turn to even 
look at Dave, he just muttered, "did you fuck him?" 


"God, Jon, is that your first thought?" Dave was embarrassed - mostly because he'd done a decent job of 
*not* having his sexual circles revolve around the band. At least until Lexi had appeared, and that was a 


different issue entirely. 
"Did you? Because | just did something really fucking stupid." 


"| did not. We made out, had fun like we used to have post-shows and would crawl onto the same big beds 
together. It was fun, and definitely enough. Richie and | needed the time together. We hadn't had any one-on- 
one time since he.. came back." The pause was palpable. Was Richie really back? Or was this temporary? Was 
Richie just here for the Hall of Fame induction? 


No one knew. And that was terrifying them all on some level. They didn't want to part again, but mostly - they 


didn't know if Jon could really survive Richie leaving again. 


They were quiet for a minute and Lemma just looked at Jon. He could only think of one person that would have 
Jon in this space - fucking Desmond. Jon had zero self-control sometimes when it came to sex. And yet he 
had never fucked Lemma, something that made Dave pause every now and then It spoke volumes to the 
degree of their friendship, but on the flip-side sometimes made Lemma feel like he wasn't quite good enough 


or attractive enough. Neither was the case. Like everything else Bon Jovi, it was complicated. 


Jon walked back to his suite quietly. Unsure if he would find Richie still his room, Jon felt every step of the 
way across the huge chateau. He opened the seemingly too-heavy door and the room was empty, the bed still 
made. Jon had left his cell phone there to charge, something he never did. His privacy - and more importantly, 
the privacy of those whose numbers he kept, was far too valuable. He would never give anyone other than 
Matt, Lemma or Dorothea his phone. Oh, and Tico, if it were necessary. But he couldn't think of any situation 
where anyone but Dorothea or Matt would need his phone. Matt kept it on show nights. 


Jon sat down on the edge of his bed, just shaking he was so pissed off at himself. He unplugged his phone and 
texted Tico. "You alone?" 


"Yeah, Should | come down?" 

"Yes, sir.” 

"Do | need to bring anything? 

"No, sir.” 

Jon kicked off his shoes as he waited, He took off his socks next, loving how the thick, decadent carpet felt 


between his toes. When and if he ever retired, he swore it would be someplace warm where he never had to 


wear shoes. 
Tico didn't knock when he came in, but he did lock the door behind him. "I take Rich isn't around." 
"| don't know where he is. And | don't want to face him right now." 


"Your wife is off sleeping with your best friend's wife. You can't possibly be having a good night to start with, 
but who fucked up? You or him?" 


"| did." 


Tico sucked in his breath. He hadn't expected that to be the issue. Not so soon. 


Make No Mistake 
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Tico just looked at Jon. He put his hand on Jor's knee. "Boss, talk to me." 

"When Richie came back, | made an agreement with him. Not to be monogamous - we both know better - but 
with some hard limits. | walked right through one of those limits without giving it a second thought. | really 
didn't even think about it." 

"Call him. | think he's playing pool in the basement." 

"What?" Jon wasn't expecting this turn of events. 


"Do it. Or | promise, I'll make you sorry for disobeying.” 


Jon picked up his phone and called Rich instead of texting him. Immediately, Richie knew something was up and 
started walking towards Jon's room. He didn't expect Tico to be there. 


"This doesn't look good" Richie sat down next to Jon and Tico stood up. 


"l'm an old man now." Tico said with little emotion and seemingly out of context. "And | am tired of trying to 
play Dad to the two of you. You two have got to learn to work your own shit out that doesn't necessarily 
involve beating the hell out of one another. You don't need another Lou Cox intervention, the two of you need 


fucking marriage counseling - and | am NOT your counselor.” 


There was a long pause. Richie honestly thought he was the one that fucked up. He looked at Jon, almost on 
the verge of tears. He really had no idea what he'd done to piss Jon off this trip - he had been trying harder 
than he ever had to make this work, and it sure as hell hadn't been easy swallowing his pride and coming back 


to deal with all the other band members and their families. 
But eventually, it started to sink in. Jon was the one who had fucked up. 


"Who?" was all Richie said There wasn't much else Jon could be feeling guilty about, and they were essentially 
locked away in this huge mansion shut off from the outside world, so it was definitely someone tucked away 


with them. 


Before Jon could even answer, Richie knew. Of course he knew who it was. "You fucked Desmond" 


Jon just buried his head in his hands and nodded. He reached for Richie's hand, and Richie pulled back. "l 
thought things had changed." 


"Richie, | didn't initiate it. And | swear to God, | didn't do it to hurt you. | didn't even think about it till it was 
over." Tico walked over to the couch in Jon's room and made himself comfortable. He wished he had a bottle of 


Jack Daniels with him - not to drink, but to throw at these two. It really was like they were 21 again 


"Then why did you do it?" 


"Do you really want details???" 
"No, | guess | don't. Why did you call Tico before me?" 


| honestly had no idea how to tell you. You and | never had strict guidelines on who we could and couldn't fuck 
before.. and | just.. didn't think. And well, my relationship with Tico has changed over the last few years to say 
the least." 


"IIl live. But Jonny, come on. You'll be 56 soon, and still act like a teenager. Can you *try* To grow up?" 


"That's not fair, Richie. | grew up in ever other way far younger than you did. So | have one glaringly obvious 


weakness - my cock - and that's not news to you.” 


"You invited Tico in here to beat your ass, didn't you? Knowing full-well that | would see the marks he'd leave 
behind and you'd have to answer questions then" Jon nodded. He hadn't really put that much thought into it, 
but that would have certainly helped him tell Richie. 


Jon didn't know what to do, other than nod. He had fucked up. And usually he did a pretty good job of sticking 
to established rules. But he hadn't had one-on-one time with Desmond in more than a decade. The chemistry 


was still there, and here he was just making more excuses. 


Richie stood and walked over to Tico. He took Tico's hand, slapped him on the shoulder in a pseudo-hug and 
whispered something Jon couldn't hear. He turned and walked back to Jon, and sat down on the bed next to him 
and took his hand. 


"Jonny, | love you. You know that. And after what I've put you through, I'm of course going to forgive you. But 
I'm going to let Tico do what Tico does. When he's done, he will come get me and | will stay with you tonight" 
Richie kissed Jon's forehead and walked out of the bedroom door, locking it behind him. 


Tico stood up and rest his hands on his belt buckle. Jon winced and stood up. He walked into his closet and took 
the thinner, lighter corian paddle out of his suitcase. He set it down on the bed and looked at Tico for direction 
While waiting, he stood at parade rest. It seemed appropriate. He hadn't been this nervous in awhile. 


Tico unbuckled his belt and told Jon to drop his pants as he slowly pulled his belt out of the loops. That sound, 
Jon thought, | love that sound. 


Jon braced himself against the bed, and waited for the first blow. It was not as hard as Jon had expected - 

especially since this really was punishment in Jon's eye. Tico leaned over and growled in Jon's ear: "You haven't 
fucked up this badly in a long time. Don't think I'm going to go easy on you. I'm not going to be brutal, but I'm 
certainly going to give you what you need to forgive yourself. And if | thought it wouldn't freak Desmond out, 


I'd drag his ass in here and make him watch." 


Jon buried his head onto the high bed, thankfully he could still get into this position and make his ass available 
to Tico. The belt hurt, but not as much as Jon had expected. Maybe it was because this was the guiltiest he'd 
felt in a long time - since the last time he broke a promise to Dorothea, something he had definitely gotten 
better about over the years. 


And right now, he was certain he couldn't survive losing Richie again. He started to cry, and Tico's blows 


became faster, more even, in a set 5/8 time, and got significantly harder. 


Tico's punishments alway felt like they took forever, but Jon couldn't remember one that took more than I5 
minutes. They didn't need to be. Jon wasn't *that* much of a masochist, and there was nothing playful about 
Tico's beatings. Long ago, he'd gotten the idea for Bad Medicine from a particularly painful scene with Tico. 


Tico paused and picked up the paddle. He leaned over to Jon's ear and said "IO minutes." Jon wanted to stand up, 


but he knew better. 
"Sir? 10 minutes???" He'd already had at least that with the belt, he knew. 


"Yes, 10 minutes. 4/4 time, so a little slower. But | want to make sure that you can't sit down tomorrow, and 


likely the next day, too. Take your jeans all the way off." 


Jon obeyed, quietly grateful for a moment to collect himself and wipe his tears. Tico gave him plenty of time, 
and waited for him to settle back down and wait. 


Tico kept his promise. He paddled Jon *hard* and helped hold him down by resting his hand on Jon's lower 
back. Jon was bawling. Tico sat down on the bed and held him. Jon thought T might push for something sexual 
- but this wasn't sexual to either one of them. Just necessary for Jon to get out of his own head. 


"Put pajama pants on while | go get Richie. You don't want him to see yet." 
Jon obeyed, pulling the softest pants he brought with him on and curling up on the bed, managing to not touch 


his very sore ass against the bed. But he hadn't managed to stop crying yet. And that was ok. On some level, 


he wanted Richie to see him cry. 


Tomorrow's Getting Hard 


Author's Notes: 
Momma appears to be getting her groove back... 


Richie curled up against Jon, fully dressed for the moment. He giggled a little. "I don't think | could ever fuck 
you in your bed at home with Dot" 


"I'm OK with that" Jon snuggled. "You can pull my pjs down if you want to see marks. I'm guessing the marks 


are going to bruise heavily." 


"Not yet, Jonny. Let's just be here for a minute." He thought ‘till we aint strangers anymore: He knew exactly 
when they wrote that song, and why. The feeling he had at that moment that was stronger when they wrote 
it. He wanted to forgive Jon for everything, not just tonight. 


"C'mere," Richie smiled and sat up and pulled Jon over his lap, bottom up. He pulled down Jon's pajamas. His 
breathing cut and he rested his hand on Jon's bare ass. It was hot to the touch. He gently smacked Jon's ass a 
few times before he was able to start spanking him in earnest. In no time, Jon was bawling. Richie kept spanking 
him, but got a little softer as Jon continued to cry. 


Richie shifted his body and pulled Jon to the edge of the bed. He pulled Jon's pajama bottoms down and off. He 
walked over to what he knew was Jon's side of the bed and opened the nightstand. Lube, gloves and condoms 


were right where he expected them. 


He slipped a blue nitrile glove onto his forever-calloused right hand, and took the tube of lube over to the bed. 
Jon had crossed his arms and buried his head. He didn't feel uncomfortable naked like this. He craved this 
position frequently. 


The sound of the cap flipping open on the lube. 

The snap of the glove. 

His left fingers separating his cheeks sent goosebumps down his legs. 

The squeeze of the lube onto the other, gloved hand. 

The sound of Richie's zipper. 

The feeling of the mattress sinking as Richie put one knee up onto the bed. 
The feeling of Richie's finger sliding inside of him, gently, easily. 

Raising his hips waiting for the rest of Richie. 

The sound of the condom ripping open 


Richie was slow, as he pulled Jon back down on the bed where he had started. He grabbed him by the hips and 
entered him slowly. But soon he couldn't hold back, but still managed to stay gentle while he fucked Jon deeply. 


He held Jon down by the wrists and fucked him steadily, until he started to growl into Jon's ear. 


"It might hurt now." Richie put his left arm across the top of Jon's back and used his right hand to hold Jon's 
hip hard as he began to fuck him hard and fast. Jon felt Riche stiffen inside him, ready to orgasm, and the 
tears began to flow again. He wanted this. He didn't want to jeopardize this again, and he just did not how to 
play by the rules - anyone's rules. 


Living in Sin 


Author's Notes: 
Jon and Riche are learning to work things out without BDSM. 


** Unrelated: | am starting to book the shows l'm going to this year, if you want to meet up. 


Jonny was sore. And broken. He had a hard time stopping the tears, even as he lay snuggled and loved in 

Richie's arms. He was thankful that he didn't have to get up, or crawl into bed with Dorothea. While she often 
enjoyed poking his very sore ass most of the time, he wasn't there yet. He wasn't ready to be playful and fun 
about it - he'd fucked up, and this was the first beating he'd *really* earned in a long time and he needed to 


process it. 
Richie held him tight, and waited for Jon to speak. He knew he'd talk first - always. 
"Rich, why did you let Tico hit me instead of you?" 


Richie paused, not quite sure how to answer. "| think, honestly, that it had more of an impact coming from Tico 
than it would have for me. I'd have fucked you afterwards, and it would have been a regular scene for us. You 


don't ‘play’ with Tico. When you've called him, you've fucked up." 


"| did fuck up. I'm sorry, Rich." 
"I know. And | shouldn't have said ‘No Desmond’ when we got back together. That's not fair, especially where 
our writing comes back into play. Desmond and Shanks are both necessary entities, as are Tico and Lemma 


these days. No rules regarding any of them." 


There were people on that list Richie had given that Jon had not had sex with - and Richie knew that full well 


on. "Lemma is never going to happen. Dot and | do not swap like that." 


"Fair enough. | love you, Jonny. And | forgive you. But can we work on you learning to *ask* or *talk* about 
doing certain things - with both me and Dot? | know you're a lot better about it with her these days." Jon 
nodded and curled up just a little tighter against Richie. 


Jon cleaned up in the bathroom, and when he was done, Richie took a turn Richie came back into the room and 


saw Jon in his pjs and a t-shirt holding his old favorite Takemine guitar. Jon sat down very cautiously on the 
couch. Oh, wow, oh it hurt. 


Richie sat down next to Jon, and poked a little bit into his left hip. "After tonight, I'm going to you out to the 
woodshed. And l'm going to give you a whipping on your back, Jonny." 


"| didn't even know there was a woodshed here." 


"Its not a true woodshed, | guess, but it will work for what | want to do. | want do to a Daddy/Jonny scene." 
That caught Jon off guard - Richie had been venturing out some! 


"Daddy, what do you want to do?" 
"Did you bring a strap with you?" 
"Of course, sir.” 


"Then you know what kind of whipping you're going to get. Then I'm going to use my boy." Jon almost never had 
advanced notice of a scene; not like this. His cock stirred in his pajama pants and he snuggled into Richie again 


He could really get used to this. 


"Jonny... we've gotta talk." Those words always made Jon jumpy. But especially right now. Hell, the last 5 years, 
if he were to be honest. He had just finally reached the point where he didn't have a knee-jerk reaction to run 
when someone said that. He wanted to curl up next to Rich and not look at him when he talked to him, because 
he was still so nervous. But Richie's tone was not confrontational and Jon shifted on his very sore bottom to 


turn and face Richie on the sofa. 


"| can't be the disciplinarian you need. Don't get me wrong, | love kicking your ass for fun and sex, but dude..we 
aren't going to get any better at this relationship thing until we stop that. And | think it only works marginally 
better when you kick *my* ass, but | have a harder time accepting that. We've gotta grow up and stop 
thinking that we are going to live forever as teenage boys. It's one reason I've been wanting to explore 


roleplaying to make it less severe, less emotionally involved" 

Jon took Richie's hand. He was a little sad, admittedly. This was a part of their relationship that he had always 
cherished - but he also understood it. He and Tico had worked themselves into a pattern that actually worked 
pretty well, and as much as he hated to admit it, worked better if it didn't end in sex. 


‘| love you," was all Jon said. "But you'll still be able to play hard sometimes, right?" 


‘Of course. | just need to make it about play, not making you pay for some probably not terribly important 


transgression" 

"This time..." 

"And that's exactly why | wanted Tico to do it. You did fuck up, based on the agreement we had at the time." 
The two of them wrote well into the wee hours of the morning, and as the sun started to come up, Richie 


made a pot of coffee and opened the bedroom door. As the others saw that they were up and functional, they 
wanted to be a part of the action, too. 


Before breakfast, Jon had a version of the song "Walls" that he thought might be ready to mix. He felt high as 
a kite off of last night's activities and this morning's songwriting. Maybe he wasn't getting too old for this. 


You Can't Unkiss the Lips that Love is Leaving Behind 
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Jon wasn't used to staying up all night anymore. He spent most of the day grouchy and tired. The band wanted 
to make tweaks to what he and Richie had been writing, and they were all saying goodbye to their families who 
were heading back to the US. The only one who stayed behind was Jesse, as he wanted to spend time at a few 
of the local wineries. Jon not so subtly had Jesse move into the guest house once everyone else had headed 


home. 

The scene that Richie and Jon had talked about was not going to happen. Everyone was too drained by dinner 
time. But Richie didn't move into Jon's room as Jon had expected, and that made Jon a little twitchy. He didn't 
want to ask Richie - he just assumed Richie would move into his room. 

Jon crawled into bed by himself, unbelievably sore. He didn't know why it seemed to hurt so much this time - 
maybe, he thought, his pain tolerance was dropping as he was aging. It wouldn't be the first thing that had 
changed with age, but he didn't like the idea His ability to take a lot of pain had always enabled him to get 
through 2, 3, even 4 hour shows if he needed to. He didn't want to lose that. 

He put his phone on the charger just as it dinged. Tico. That was surprising. 

"Hey boss, how are you?" 

"Wicked sore." 

"You doing ok?" 

| guess." Not the answer Tico had wanted. He had expected Richie to be with him. 

"On my way." Jon was puzzled, but would welcome the company, even though he was exhausted. 

Tico didn't knock, he just walked on in. "Show me the damage." Jon stood up and dropped his pajama bottoms. 
The bruises had had time to pop, and they were really purple now. They were even, and all on his ass. All 


Tico's. He paused to look at that ass before telling Jon to pull up his pajamas. He did love looking at Jon's ass, 
even if he was the straightest one of the bunch. 


Tico sat down and just waited for Jon to talk 


"I don't know what's up.. something is up with Rich, and | can't put my finger on it. Hell, he's not even all that 


mad about Desmond, when he once would have blown a gasket." 

"What do you think is going on?" 

"| don't think he's all in. Not like before.” 

Did you expect him to be?" 

"Expect? | don't know. Hoped, prayed, dreamt.. | want things like they once were." 

"No you don't. You don't want to lose Phil and Johnny. And you can't have everything. And let me tell you boss, 
not enough people have told you that you can't have everything you want in this world. At least not in the last 


35 years." 


Tico stayed with Jon til he fell asleep. He remembered all too well how fragile Jon had been just 5 short years 
ago. And he didn't want his beloved frontman to go through that again. 


Flashbacks 


Author's Notes: 
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Jon woke up the next morning, with Richie laying in bed wit him. Rich hadn't bothered to take his clothes off, 


Jon guessed that he'd only been there a couple of hours at most. 
"Hey there, what kept you up?" 


"A lot to think about. It feels different now that it's just the band and the writers left. More intimate, but also 
a bit terrifying if you're in my position" 


"What are you afraid of?" 
"Never being able to go back to where we were." 


Jon took a deep breath and sighed He had the same fears. Even he, in all of his excitement and sexual desire, 
didn't feel like he had once. It felt more like how it felt right before Richie left. A feeling that gave Jon chills. 
He rolled over and wrapped his arms around Richie and said a silent prayer. He never asked for anything when 
he prayed, because he viewed himself as the luckiest man alive. But this time, he did. He asked for a favor: for 
the chemistry to return. 


It was asking for a lot. 


Later that morning, Jon had to field a call from his lawyers, the record company, and even the Rock Hall 
officials themselves: they all wanted to know who was going to be there for the induction, and exactly who 


would be on stage. 


He told them all to include both Alec and Richie. It was the first time since he'd reunited with Richie that he 
had doubts. Soon, they would be heading back to the states, and they would go their separate ways until the 


ceremony. He only hoped that Richie would come back 


Jon had a quick idea: head south to where the weather was warm and sped a few days at the beach. He chose 


Zanzibar where he expected no one to know him (a long shot), and they could just relax. Plus, he'd never been 


there, and had heard it had the most beautiful beaches in the world. 


So the band and writers took off on a party plane that almost approached the Motley Crue Moscow flight. It 
wa a long flight and there was a lot of booze and drugs. There was even a 3-some at 30,000 feet. 


After landing, sleeping, and sobering up - the boys found their way into town with the intent of busking for 


awhile. The laughter and joy and memories of busking 30-some years before put them all in a great mood. 


They headed to the beach at the resort and drank a lot, with a few choosing to get high as well. Jon was 
proud of Richie for only having one cocktail and staying away from all the other options. But Richie's vice had 
always been pills - things he could swallow - so Jon didn't get all that excited. 


Then the call came. Heather had been arrested. 
Jon started to have major flashbacks. 
"Jonny... | gotta go." 


Jon just nodded. He refused to let himself cry, but he wanted to. For whatever reason, Ava just wasn't 
responsible enough even at 20 to be on her own in LA. And he understood that; Stephanie had taken longer 
than Jesse and even Jake to mature - the exact opposite of what people always told him, that girls mature 
faster. 


Jon put Richie on a plane and decided to stay the rest of the week with the others on the island. But it was 
hard, and he drank a lot. He couldn't wait to get back to France, pack up and head the hell home. He needed 
Dorothea. His birthday was in a few days and he wanted to steer clear of social media, the news, anything and 
everything. He felt the closest he had to shutting down since Richie had left before that Calgary show - and 
he didn't understand why, unless he was truly starting to see the future. 


Flashbacks 


Author's Notes: 
No need to panic yet. :) 


Jon woke up the next morning, with Richie laying in bed wit him. Rich hadn't bothered to take his clothes off, 


Jon guessed that he'd only been there a couple of hours at most. 
"Hey there, what kept you up?" 


"A lot to think about. It feels different now that it's just the band and the writers left. More intimate, but also 
a bit terrifying if you're in my position" 


"What are you afraid of?" 
"Never being able to go back to where we were." 


Jon took a deep breath and sighed He had the same fears. Even he, in all of his excitement and sexual desire, 
didn't feel like he had once. It felt more like how it felt right before Richie left. A feeling that gave Jon chills. 
He rolled over and wrapped his arms around Richie and said a silent prayer. He never asked for anything when 
he prayed, because he viewed himself as the luckiest man alive. But this time, he did. He asked for a favor: for 
the chemistry to return. 


It was asking for a lot. 


Later that morning, Jon had to field a call from his lawyers, the record company, and even the Rock Hall 
officials themselves: they all wanted to know who was going to be there for the induction, and exactly who 


would be on stage. 


He told them all to include both Alec and Richie. It was the first time since he'd reunited with Richie that he 
had doubts. Soon, they would be heading back to the states, and they would go their separate ways until the 


ceremony. He only hoped that Richie would come back 


Jon had a quick idea: head south to where the weather was warm and sped a few days at the beach. He chose 


Zanzibar where he expected no one to know him (a long shot), and they could just relax. Plus, he'd never been 


there, and had heard it had the most beautiful beaches in the world. 


So the band and writers took off on a party plane that almost approached the Motley Crue Moscow flight. It 
wa a long flight and there was a lot of booze and drugs. There was even a 3-some at 30,000 feet. 


After landing, sleeping, and sobering up - the boys found their way into town with the intent of busking for 


awhile. The laughter and joy and memories of busking 30-some years before put them all in a great mood. 


They headed to the beach at the resort and drank a lot, with a few choosing to get high as well. Jon was 
proud of Richie for only having one cocktail and staying away from all the other options. But Richie's vice had 
always been pills - things he could swallow - so Jon didn't get all that excited. 


Then the call came. Heather had been arrested. 
Jon started to have major flashbacks. 
"Jonny... | gotta go." 


Jon just nodded. He refused to let himself cry, but he wanted to. For whatever reason, Ava just wasn't 
responsible enough even at 20 to be on her own in LA. And he understood that; Stephanie had taken longer 
than Jesse and even Jake to mature - the exact opposite of what people always told him, that girls mature 
faster. 


Jon put Richie on a plane and decided to stay the rest of the week with the others on the island. But it was 
hard, and he drank a lot. He couldn't wait to get back to France, pack up and head the hell home. He needed 
Dorothea. His birthday was in a few days and he wanted to steer clear of social media, the news, anything and 
everything. He felt the closest he had to shutting down since Richie had left before that Calgary show - and 
he didn't understand why, unless he was truly starting to see the future. 


Denver 


Author's Notes: 
Sex, no BDSM. 


It was Monday before a Wednesday show, with 2 more shows right after. They hadn't been on the road since 
South America, and Jon had to cancel this Denver show for a cluster fuck of errors last year - things really 
needed to go well this time. Jon and most of the band had pulled into Denver's creepy airport just after 
midnight on Tuesday. By the time they got to the hotel, Jon was exhausted. 


He hadn't expected to see Richie waiting for him in the hotel bar, having only a ginger ale - which made Jon 
happy. He wanted to grab him and hold him but was all too aware of their public surroundings. He wasn't 
supposed to see Richie for a couple more weeks, for the last rehearsals. 

"How did you know where | was?" 


"Have you ever not stayed here while in Denver?" 


Jon laughed. Richie seemed like the old Richie. He took his hand and didn't care who saw it as they walked to 


the elevator. And despite being exhausted, as soon as they were in the penthouse suite Jon jumped Richie. 
Laying in bed, Richie turned and looked at Jon. "I want to play in the encore tonight" 

Jon groaned, but didn't say no. "Let me talk to the guys first” 

"What? Since when are you not the dictator and have final say on things like this?" 

"Since Calgary." 

"Ouch" That stung badly, and Jon knew it. But it was the truth. He'd had to establish more of a democracy 
than ever before since Richie's absence, and it had been a great decision The band was closer, stronger and 
better than ever before. And since it had taken them almost a full 5 years to get to that point, Jon was 


cautious to change things. And this was a *very big thing* with Lemma and Tico. 


"lim sure it will be fine. Let's just go to sleep, I'm exhausted" Jon muttered as he snuggled into Richie's chest. 
Richie was restless, and it took him a lot longer to fall asleep than it did Jon. 


Jon was up early though, and quietly headed to see Lemma. Lemma was still in his pajamas, and expecting bad 


news since he didn't normally see Jon at this hour. 


I'm not alone in my room. That's why | came here.” 
Lemma paused, puzzled. "Richie?" 

"Yes. And he wants to play in the encore tonight.” 
"No." 

"You won't even hear me out?" 


"No, | won't. We agreed for the Hall of Fame. That's it. He can wait till then" If Lemma wouldn't budge, there 
was no point approaching Tico. The three of them had to agree. 


"Fair enough," Jon said and turned to walk out. 
"Jonny." Lemma started. "I'm sorry." 
"Don't be. | get it. He just showed up here last night. | didn't and still don't know what to do." 


Richie was still asleep when Jon reached the room though, and that gave Jon time to curl back up against him 
and try to think of a plan. But being close to Rich was comforting, and Jon quickly fell back asleep until he woke 
up to Richie's fingers in his hair at the back of his neck. Obediently, Jon turned around, pulled Richie's pajamas 


down and took his cock into his mouth. 


It had been forever since he had sucked cock where it wasn't being forced or at least forceful, and it felt 


good. 

But as he felt Richie stiffen and prepare to come, he got the familiar tap on his shoulder. It meant get your 
mouth off my cock and your ass in the air. Richie was awake now and he did not want to disobey. Jon grabbed 
a pillow and propped himself up and over it. Richie grabbed a condom, but no lube. 


"You want it?" Richie growled in Jon's ear as he slid the condom on with one hand. 


"Yes, sir... please, sir." Jon raised his hips. It would hurt a little without lube, but not much. But Richie had a 
different condom that seemed to have more lube, and he entered Jon easily. He led Jon's hand under him and 


straight to his cock, with instructions to make himself come. He wanted to come *with* Jon this time. 


He got his wish. 


Not as Us 


Author's Notes: 
No sex or BDSM. 


Richie knew, by the time Jon woke up, what the answer was. He wasn't surprised, nor bothered by it really, 


and that shook him. Why didn't he care more? 


Soundcheck was rough that afternoon. The Pepsi Center had a strange setup, and it bugged Jon, who was 
already distracted. Every time he turned around, he could see Richie wandering around in the seats. He was 
actually helping with soundcheck by giving feedback to Obie and crew, but it was a huge distraction for Jon. 
Jon didn't *need* to be at soundcheck. His techs were more than competent, but he never missed one 


regardless. 


Then the show came. Jon had taken a nap with Richie before the show, and had let himself get worked up and 


aroused with no release. He loved this feeling. Oh so much. 


Jon put Richie off stage but out front, where Matt would be running camera robot and Darin would be down 
there too - a good way to keep Richie out of trouble. 


Jon was proud of how his vocals had recovered over the break- his voice was spot on. Everyone sounded 
great, and he was able to get into that mindset where every story he told behind that microphone made him 
feel like he was making love to the audience. He couldn't wait to get back to the hotel and jump Richie. 


Richie watched the chemistry with the new band. He didn't see the perfect chemistry he had hoped he would 
see with Phil. He too had known X for years, and he knew who would replace him when he left. But the 
chemistry he saw on stage between Shanks and Jon was unmistakable. And worse, to Richie anyway, Jon had 


moved X to his left, making Shanks the "right hand man" He wasn't sure how he felt about that. 


Jon was aggressive and on top, and passed out quickly, without even taking his clothes off. He was rarely that 


tired, but it had been a much more emotional day than he'd expected. 


When he woke up the next morning, he dared to check social media - something he had avoided as long as he 
could. Seemed everyone at the concert the night before had seen Richie, gotten pictures of him, and plastered 


every social media network they could find. 
Fuck. 


In the grand scheme of things, it was harmless. But it gave everyone reason to question - if they were talking 
again, why wasn't Richie on the stage with them? And of course, all speculations were that Jon wouldn't let 


him rejoin Always Jon's fault. And that's what pissed Jon off about all the Richie things that were in the news 


were Jon's fault because he was a perfectionist, a dictator, etc. 


They never seemed to see the lover in Jon He loved life, music, his family, his friends so very passionately. 
Had the press forgotten what devastation Richie caused when he left? Jon never intentionally harmed anyone, 
but he figured he'd hurt Dorothea the most, and Richie second in this life. But this mess would take some 
untangling, and he was going to have to tell Richie to stay home until the Hall of Fame ceremony, and that was 


going to suck. Despite all that they had been through, he still thought of Richie as his right hand. 


Richie knew. He had seen the posts, too. And he knew just how much Jon hated *this* kind of press. He saved 
Jon the heartache of telling him to stay away, and offered to just see him in NJ - he was going home to visit 
his mom around those show dates anyway. And, New Jersey would be much more forgiving to one of their 


prodigal sons coming home. But for now, he didn't mention trying to go to the shows in Nu yet. 


When We Were Us - The End 


Author's Notes: 
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Jon had to be the one to tell Rich that not only could he not play on stage in New Jersey, but he couldn't be 
onsite, either. He could have be under the stage if he could stay out of the eyes of the press, but in the era 
of SnapChat, Twitter, Facebook, etc, that was just impossible. He had to just say meet me in Cleveland. 


And that killed him. But he had already made plans to fly with his family and his band to Cleveland, and they 
had made no progress at all with getting the band to welcome him back, not even with thorns, let alone with 
open arms. Jon hummed "In these arms" while waiting for Richie to pick up. Richie didn't. He let it go to 

voicemail. Jon suspected he did that on purpose, and he was OK with it for once. He left a detailed voicemail 


and said hey, just be in Cleveland two days in advance. 


Jon cried before every NJ show. No one but Dorothea knew how bad it was, but TT had a damned good idea 
and threatened to take him in hand after the first show. Jon admitted that it was going to be necessary after 
the last show, so he'd stay sore between NJ and Cleveland. Tico told him he'd just arrange to take him home 


that night, and Jon was nervous. 


It had been awhile since Jon had everyone at the house in Red Bank, and even now, Steph was noticeably 
absent. Jesse was only present to do photo shoots for his new wine release. Jon was beaming with pride with 
his eldest, extroverted son. Stephanie was so introverted, just like her mom. And in some ways, just like her 
dad. Her dad knew if he ever wanted to really retire, he'd have to go to some place like Zanzibar to do so. He'd 


thoroughly enjoyed his time there, and his privacy. It was addictive. 


Everyone headed to Cleveland two days in advance, on Jon's private plane. It felt weird thinking of the upcoming 
performance and noticing that Richie wasn't on the plane. Jon hadn't talked to Richie about what he was going 
to say, but it definitely felt weird to see Alec in the row across from him and not Richie. Too weird. 


Dorothea boarded the plane ahead of him, and sat towards the back with Matt. She and Jon had made an 
agreement - he could stay with Richie the first night, half of the second night, but the night of actual 
induction? He was all hers, and he was not to be completely broken or heavily bruised. Jon could live with that. 
Mostly, because that didn't have any effect on his sex life with Richie, and well, Dorothea was his rock. She 
could ask for the moon, and he'd find a way to get it for her. 


Jon tried to nap on the plane, but as usual, wasn't very good at it. It was a short flight, just over an hour, so 
it was easy to lose himself in a magazine. By the time the plane landed, he was anxious to get into the SUV and 
head to the 9, the fancy new hotel in downtown Cleveland and meet Richie. There was no plan to get the band 
together until tomorrow, but the kids didn't need to know that. He needed a night with Richie. 


From the moment he stepped into Richie's room, something didn't feel right. Jon could feel it. He didn't say 
anything, even as he took Richie in his arms and fell asleep that night, even as they made love the next 
morning. He had texted with Rich about the agreement with Dorothea and he had seemed like he was on board 
with everything, and hadn't sent snotty texts in response, so Jon thought everything was OK. 

They headed over to the Hall of Fame around noon together to practice with the band. All seemed perfect. Tico 
and Lemma seemed on point and cooperative with Richie, even though Jon knew that they would prefer not to 


be. And Alec and Hugh played the same parts like it was just meant to be. Jon couldn't be happier. 


But after the practice, when the Cars were getting ready next, Tico asked to talk to Jon. Specifically, he wanted 


to see him in his hotel room in about an hour. 

Fuck, Jon thought to himself. But he did as requested. One side of Tico's suite had the door closed. 
"Jonny... 

"| promised Dot that | wouldn't come to her tomorrow beat all to hell” 

"You promised that you wouldn't let Richie do that." 

"You know | long for the day when my private life is private." 

"You're going to need it to get through the next 36 hours or so." 

"Tico, life is grand right now." 

"Really? You don't have a sinking feeling in your gut?" 

"How did you know?" 

"| have the same feeling." 

Jon just nodded. Neither of them knew exactly what that feeling meant. It was crushing, that's for sure. Tico 
looked at Jon, then looked at the closed door in his suite and Jon started walking that way. He opened the 


doors, and Tico was right behind him. 


"| like the belt you're wearing." Jon took the cue to take his belt off and hand it to Tico. Tico doubled it over 


and just looked at Jon. Jon dropped his jeans to around his knees. 


Tico whipped Jon hard, but not as hard as he had before. Not as hard as he had when it was punishment. 


"Kick your pants off, Jon" 


Jon obeyed, while Tico turned around and opened his dresser drawer. Jon had no idea what TT had put in there. 


But he hear the sound of the paddle hit the bed He winced. He hadn't had enough of a warm-up, he thought. 
"T.. Rich is going to have a fit when he sees me bruised." 

"You can tell him Dot left the bruises." 

"Yeah, that will go over well." 

"You could just stay with Dot" 

"T, we need tomorrow to go well." 

"Jon, think of how fucked up that statement is. And that right there is why | am beating your ass tonight" 
That statement would haunt Jon and he just put his head down Tico paddled him hard, making him cry but 
stopping soon after. Jon heard T's zipper and he just kept his head down It hurt, it always hurt without lube. 
and Tico knew that. 

He limped a little as he walked to Richie's room. He did not want to tell Richie about Tico, so for now, he didn't. 
Dorothea and Stephanie had gone over to the Hall of Fame to drop off some items for display in the HoF and 
do a little shopping, and Ava had gone with them. He and Richie had some alone time, and Jon wanted to spend 
some time writing and playing guitar. Richie seemed completely uninterested. 

"What's up, Rich?" 

"| don't know, I'm just tired. Its been a crazy couple of weeks... hell, couple of months. Can't we just be here?" 
"Surel" Jon said with perhaps too much enthusiasm. Rich noticed how much pain he was in when he sat down. 
"Did you get a beating?" 

"Yes, sir.” Jon tried to be subservient, he could already see that Richie was steaming. 

"Who?" 


"Richie, we aren't in a relationship like we were before. | don't have to have your permission anymore." 


"Who??" 


"Richie." Jon was standing his ground. Richie stood up and took off his belt. 
"If you don't tell me, I'm going to lay into you like | haven't since 2013, maybe worse." 


The words scared the hell out of Jon He knew they were out of control. He had to get through the next 36 
hours, just like TT had said, and he had no idea it was going to get like this. How could he had gotten this 


oblivious?? 


But Jon was stubborn, and he wasn't going to back down. And he was going to consent to this. In fact, he was 
going to give Richie more than he was asking for. He stood up and he took off his shirt, which he only did for 
punishment. Real punishment. Richie had to realize that move would show him just how insane this was. But 


instead, Richie just pointed at an open spot at the wall. 


Jon walked over to the wall, put his arm up and braced himself. He counted every blow - 35, all on his back. 
Every year that Bon Jovi had been together. Even if Richie wasn't done now, Jon was. Jon quietly put his shirt 
on, finished crying, and went down to his room with Dorothea. She looked surprised to see him. He didn't say 
much, other than asking her if she'd like to have dinner with her rock star. She could tell he'd been crying. He'd 
cried more tears in the last 5 years than in the 38 years she'd known him combined. This was getting out of 
hand, and she was hoping he was going to realize it before she had to say that to him. 


Even ten years ago, she would tell the press that the rock star life was his, not hers. But that wasn't true. 
There were parts of the life that she hated, but there were parts of it that she wouldn't give up for 
anything. 


She kissed him, and said she'd love to have dinner with him. She squeezed him tight and saw how much he 
winced when she did. She knew she was going to smack the shit out of another rock star later. 


Dinner was great. Dorothea talked about nothing band related, which is exactly what Jon needed. She had tucked 
away some of Jesse's new wine, and they got a little buzzed. Back in their own suite, she was was surprised at 
how marked he was, but for tonight, she was going to ignore them. The stripes on his back concerned her - 
they were dark and deep. She rarely saw thoseShe knew he'd talk when he was ready, and he didn't need the 
stress tonight. She gave him an ambien and a jack and coke and put him to bed Jon slept like a rock. Dorothea 


slept like shit. 


Saturday moved slowly, with Jon rewriting his speech, and practicing NOT rewriting everyone else's speech. The 
control freak in him was going nuts. Every time he was twitchy, he walked by Tico, who smacked his ass. After 
the first time, he told him he could also smack his back. Tico was fuming after that. He too knew what that 


meant. 


Richie was in a better mood today, but he was not touchy feely with Jon, and everyone noticed. The band was 
bothered by it, but they knew the audience would not really expect them to be sharing a mic or comfortable 


around each other. 


All too quickly, it was go-time. 


There was a moment in time where Jon wondered if anyone in the crowd had any idea how beat up under his 


head-to-toe black uniform he was wearing tonight. 


Jon didn't approve of what Richie wore - the white shirt made him look fat. And tonight, the whole world was 


watching. 


They opened with Bad Name, and Richie was flat. Both his guitar and his voice. Richie stayed on Jon's right, but 
with Johnny and X on the left, the sound had been cut to Richie's guitar by the second verse. 


For the second song, Its My Life, Richie used the talk box. The band had thought there might be some debate 
over that since X had embraced the talk box ever since he stepped up in 2013, but in reality, he was not fond 
of the thing either. Richie sounded great on it, as good as he ever did. 


On When We Were Us, Richie was sharp. When Richie tried to share a mic with Jon, Jon just had to close his 
eyes and let him. This song was all about how Richie left, Jon was surprised he sang the lyrics. He had 
expected that he would only play guitar on this one. Jon later thought that Richie looked like his guitar was too 
heavy. 


But on Living on a Prayer... dammit, no one sounded like Richie on that talk box. He'd only gotten better with 
time. But it was hard not to notice the second talk box on X's mic stand in such a small venue. No one trusted 
Richie, not even the fans. Jon's attempts to get the audience to sing along were lost. He forgot that most of 
the people in this room were going to be older than he was. After the song was over, TT held onto Jon as he 
walked off the stage, feeling for the moment, on top of the world. And not even Jon could deny it - Richie 
saved his ass on the original high notes of Prayer. The vocal coaches had helped him agree to that, and it 


sounded great. 


Alec, Lemma, and TT headed to the House of Blues for the after party, but didn't stay long. Jon headed 
straight back to the hotel with Dorothea and kids. 


He immediately sat down at the desk and opened his laptop case for his personalized stationary. He looked at 


Dorothea and said simply, "I need to do this right now, before | think of anything else to add to it" 
She walked over to him and kissed his forehead. "My poet" 
"Dear Rich, 


| always thought there would come a point where | would know it was too much. 5 years ago, | thought that 


we hit that point in Lubbock, TX, a city | will never return to. 


Cleveland is like a 3rd home to me, so | won't promise to never return here. 


Instead, | will promise to never return to you. | have 35 dark, almost bloody stripes on my back that | didn't 
cry enough when you laid them on with your belt. | will cry as each one heals, and pray that it takes one bad 
memory with it, and replaces it with one good one, because in recent years | remember too many of the bad 


memories and not enough of the good ones. 


You probably left scars. You have before, on my hips - marks from the belt, or the belt buckle, same as last 


night. 
But you've left more scars on my soul. 


Some part of me will always love who you used to be. But | can't love the man that you have become, and too 


much damage has been done. 


| promise to never contact you again, except through lawyers to make sure that you get paid. | ask that you 
do the same. 


Sincerely, 


John F. Bongiovi" 


Jon took a picture of the letter with his phone, folded it, and put it in an envelope. He looked at Dorothea and 
said "| need to go deliver this." 


"Do you want me to?" She was smart enough to know exactly what it said. 
"No, hon, this has to be me this time." 


He opened the door, and dammit, Richie was halfway down the hallway headed to his room. Jon pointed towards 


Richie's room and he turned around. Richie opened the door and waited. 

"Do you want to wait till | read this?" 

"Not really." Jon said as he handed him the envelope. Richie always admired Jon's penmanship. He was looking 
for the right words to get the hell out of that room as quickly as possible. Richie opened the envelope before 
Jon had a chance to bolt. And Richie seemed to speed read this time. 


A tear ran down his cheek. 


"This is more than | ever gave you. And you're right. | don't deserve you, Jon. | never did” 


"It's not that Richie. It's just over. Let's leave it at that." And Jon stood, and walked out the door. 


